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OUR  MESSAGE.  ' 

THE  star  has  a  message  of  light 
To  the  mariner  out  on  the  deep, 
To  the  traveler  lost  on  his  way, 

To  the  tired  one  who  fain  would  sleep. 

The  flower  in  its  freshness  so  sweet 
Has  a  message  of  beauty  to  bring 

To  the  weary  and  suffering  one, 

To  the  child  who  its  sweetness  will  sing. 

r 

Shall  we,  to  whom  God  has  given 
A  message  to  comfort  some  soul, 

And  lift  it  upward  to  heaven, 
Where  anthems  of  joy  ever  roll, 

Withhold  from  the  careworn  and  sad 
A  message,  though  small  it  may  be? 

Forbid,  gracious  Lord,  that  we  falter 
In  bringing  some  lost  one  to  Thee. 

A  gentle  word  spoken,  a  kind  act  done, 
Is  a  message  sent  down  from  above, 

"Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it,"  the  Master  saith, 
''Ye  prove  unto  Me  your  love." 


JUNE  ROSES. 

ROSES,  roses,  sweet  June  roses, 
All  your  wealth  of  beauty  lend, 
Truly  crowned  the  "Queen  of  Flowers,1 
Heavy-laden  bushes  bend. 

Strew  the  ground  with  dainty  petals, 
Give  your  fragrance  to  the  breeze, 

Waft  it  to  the  care-worn  toiler 
Who  so  little  beauty  sees. 

May  some  kindly  hand,  full-laden, 
With  the  choicest  of  your  store, 

Bear  them  to  the  homeless  children, 
Who  may  chance  to  pass  the  door. 

To  the  helpless,  hopeless,  sufferer, 
May  your  sweetness  balm  distil; 

May  the  Father  grant  them  patience — 
To  fulfill  His  righteous  will. 

Roses,  roses,  blessed  roses, 

On  your  heaven-born  mission  speed, 
Scatter  love,  and  joy  and  blessing, 

Weary  hearts  your  sweetness  need. 


MOUNT  SHASTA. 

MAJESTIC  mountain,  on  whose  lofty  crest, 
I  almost  fancy,  Angels  poise  in  flight; 
Unite  with  Nature's  harmonies,  to  bless, 

And  praise  thy  Maker,  in  His  matchless  might. 

The  plaintive  notes  of  woodland  bird  below, 
The  breeze  that  wakes  the  tuneful  pine's  deep 

sigh, 
Loud  anthems;    when  the  thunder  shakes  thy 

brow, 

All   Nature,   speaks   the  praise  of  God  most 
high. 

I  fain  would  linger  near,  and  gaze  upon, 
Thy  kingly  splendor  and  thy  robe  of  light, 

Forget  the  lesser  things,  and  feast  my  soul, 
On  Nature's    nobler    works!     Nor  wish  the 
night. 

Unwearied  hours  of  autumn  afternoon, 

I  looked  with  wonder,  on  thy  majesty  sublime, 

And  now  the  starlit  heavens  and  full-orbed  moon, 
On  thy  resplendent  beauty  faintly  shine. 


Farewell,  thou  monarch,  of  the  rocky  realm, 
I  leave  thee,  in  thy  wondrous  glory  fair, 

And  dimly  gaze  upon  thee  from  afar, 
As  day,  and  night,  alike  thy  glory  share. 


A  MAY-DAY  REVERIE. 

DREAD  winter's  reign  had  passed  away, 
And  life  from  death  was  springing, 
And  twittering  birds,  from  leafy  boughs, 
Their  notes  of  joy  were  singing. 

I  sat  upon  the  grassy  lawn, 

One  May-day  bright  and  fair, 
And  graceful  branches  overhead, 

Were  waving  in  the  air. 

At  length,  I  saw  the  tiny  buds, 

On  rosebush  fresh  and  green, 
Among  them  all  no  dainty  hue, 

Could  anywhere  be  seen. 

And  yet,  I  knew  that  golden  tints, 
Would  ere  long  greet  our  eyes, 

When  opening  buds  would  bring  to  us, 
The  same  sweet  glad  surprise. 


We  do  not  look  for  flowers  strange, 

But  those  we  oft  have  seen, 
The  same  sweet  faces,  peeping  forth, 

From  out  the  shining  green. 

So,  thought  I,  Nature  ever  true, 

Will  disappoint  us  never, 
But  give  us  each  familiar  hue, 

Prepared  by  God  the  Giver. 

And  thus  our  loved-ones  missed  and  gone, 

Will  slumber  in  the  tomb, 
Till  God  shall  call  them  into  life, 

And  give  eternal  bloom, 

When  each  fond  face,  familiar  form, 

That  we  have  known  before, 
Will  greet  our  eyes,  as  we  behold, 

Our  own,  on  that  fair  shore. 


A  SAD  ANNIVERSARY. 

TELL  me,  my  cherished  one,  tell  me  to-day, 
What  thou  art  doing  in  thy  heavenly  home, 
Do  raptures  sweet,  and  joys  unknown  to  earth, 
Fill  all  thy  thoughts,   and  bid  thee  ne'er  to 
roam? 


Or  dost  thou  sometimes  come  in  spirit  near, 
And  know  the  tears  that  flow,  from  sleepless 
eyes, 

For  loss  of  thee,  and  in  kind  pity  soothe, 
My  lonely,  aching  heart,  and  say:     "Arise, 

Look  up,  the  opening  portals  gladly  wait, 

To  welcome  weary  ones.     Lift  up  thine  eyes — 

No  tears  are  known,  within  the  pearly  gates, 
With  Christ  and  His  redeemed  in  Paradise. 

The  mansions  fair  I  found  prepared  for  me, 
Where  shining  angels,  all  my  footsteps  guide, 

In  radiant  beauty,  I  the  king  do  see, 

Where    music    sweet    doth    charm,    and   joys 
abide." 

Dear  Saviour!    While  in  bitterness  and  grief, 
The  way  seems  dark,  when  light  and  joy  have 

fled, 
Guide    Thou    my    listless,  wayward,  wandering 

feet, 
In  paths  which  lead  to  my  beloved  dead. 


THE  HEAVENLY  HILLS. 

MY  eyes  oft  wander  to  the  distant  hills, 
I   long  to   know   their  wealth   of  hidden 
store, 

To  see  the  pines  below,  the  flowers  and  rills, 
That  bloom  and  wave,  and  sparkle  o'er  and 
o'er. 

No  eagle's  flight  is  mine,  to  soar  above, 

And  view  new  beauties  from  the  lofty  height, 

No  strong  arm  mine,  that  can  the  rocks  remove, 
And  know  the  wonders  thus  revealed  to  sight. 

But  far  away,  beyond  our  mortal  sight, 

The  everlasting  hills  do  bloom  and  shine, 

Sometime  the  strength  will  come  to  scale  the 

height, 
And  all  its  glories  evermore  be  mine. 

Beneath  the  waving  sheltering  tree  of  life, 
The  healing  streams  do   flow,    and   -flowers 
bloom, 

No  touch  of  winter  frost,  no  tears,  no  strife, 
No  longing,  yet  unsatisfied,  no  gloom. 


How  blest,   how  bright  and   fair  the  heavenly 

hills, 

How  sweet  to  roam  unhindered  to  and  fro, 
Perchance  find  loved  ones  by  the  rippling  rills, 
We  lost,  and  mourned,  and  wept,  while  here 
below. 

Cease  earthly  longing  then,  when  Heaven  is  near, 
I  would  not  search  the  earth  for  glittering 
gold, 

My  friends,  my  heart,  my  treasure,  all,  are  where 
Diviner  beauties  evermore  unfold. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  FRANK  TRACY 
NELLEGAR. 

A  DREADED  messenger,  unbidden  came, 
Within  the  door,  where  all  was  bright  and 

fair; 

A  darkened  shadow  rested  o'er  the  home, 
A  lovely  boy,  lay  cold  and  lifeless  there. 

A  flower  was  given  to  bloom  awhile  below, 
Recalled  to  God  who  gave;  his  spirit  free, 

Is  safe  within  the  fold,  no  harm  to  know, 

Thy  much  loved  child,  thy  Father  asks  of  thee. 


A  treasure  lent  to  thee,  to  guard  awhile, 
Has  gone  before,  not  lost,  but  waiting  there, 

All  safe,  beneath  a  loving  Saviour's  smile, 
To  greet  thee,  bye  and  bye,  in  mansions  fair. 

Oh !  earth-born  human  heart,  how  hard  to  say : 
"My  Father's  will  be  done,  I  yield  to  Thee, 

My  cherished  boy,  in  agony  I  pray, 

Dear  Saviour  help,  while  floods  pass  over  me." 


TO  OUR  DEPARTED  DAUGHTER. 

SEVEN  years!  to-day,  my    precious    one    in 
Heaven, 

No  weariness  nor  suffering  clouds  thy  brow, 

There  nightless  day  is  thine  and  joy  unfading, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  pain  and  sadness  thou. 

Sometimes  the  hours  seem  long  when  sorrow 
lingers, 

Here  pain  and  loneliness  are  mine  to  bear, 
Sometimes  I  wonder,  when  the  veil  is  lifted, 

Shall  I  behold  my  dear  one  waiting  there? 

Not  wholly  parted,  since  earth  faded  from  thy 

vision, 

Thy  gentle  spirit  ever  seems  so  near, 
Thou  art  waiting  just  across  the  stream  to  wel- 
come, 

When  my  frail  barque  is  safely  landed  there. 
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I  tread  the  weary  paths  of  earth  still  looking 
For  promised  rest  and  sweet  fulfillment  of  the 

word, 
That  "we  shall  know,  as    we    are    known"    in 

Heaven, 
And  there  be  ever  with  our  blessed  Lord. 


ON  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

IT  was  years  ago,  on  a  summer  morn, 
I  arose  at  break  of  day, 
And  hasted  down  to  the  sandy  beach, 
When  the  tide  was  far  away. 

And  wandered  out  on  the  ocean  bed, 

To  learn  its  mystery — 

There  were  shells,  and    mosses,    and    creeping 
things, 

For  the  tide  had  left  them  free. 

And  I  thought  of  the  terrible  forms  of  life, 
That  are  hidden  beneath  the  waves, 

That  surge  and  roll  o'er  the  mighty  deep, 
And  alas!  o'er  countless  graves. 

Each  incoming  wave  drove  me  nearer  the  shore, 
(No  mortal  disputes  with  the  deep, 

It  comes,  and  goes,  in  its  own  set  time, 
If  we  waken — or  if  we  sleep). 


But  even  the  mighty  sea  hath  bounds, 
A  Higher  Power  hath  said — 

"Thus  far,  no  farther,  shalt  thou  go, 
Let  thy  proud  waves  be  stayed." 


"LAY  NOT  UP  FOR  YOURSELVES 
TREASURES  UPON  EARTH." 

I  DREAM  and  dream  of  a  time  to  come, 
When  hope  in  fruition  shall  dawn, 
I  long  and  long  for  promised  good, 
As  the  days  are  hurrying  on. 

I  sigh  and  sigh,  for  beauty  and  peace, 
For  woods,  and  streams,  and  flowers, 

I  turn  and  turn,  to  catch  a  glimpse 
Of  fancy's  fragrant  bowers, 

Where  buds  and  blossoms,  and  sweet  perfume 

Soft  breezes,  that  blow  no  ill, 
With  music  of  woodland  birds,  will  charm, 

And  all  my  being  fill. 

But  no,  ah  no,  not  beauty  unmarred, 
Nor  peace,  when  weary  and  worn, 

I  see,  I  see,  life's  blighted  hopes, 
The  rose,  and  alas,  the  thorn. 


Hope  on,  hope  on,  my  trusting  heart, 

The  good  I  so  much  crave 
Will  come,  will  come,  when  the  conflict's  done, 

Not  here!     But  beyond  the  grave. 


A  MORNING  IN  OCTOBER. 

A    SHOWER  of  leaves,  it  almost  grieves 
/~\    My  heart  to  see  them  fall; 
On  ground  below,  ere  long  the  snow, 
Will  weave  for  them  a  pall. 

And  trees  all  bare,  in  frosty  air, 
Will  bend  when  north  winds  blow, 

But  Spring  will  come,  when  Winter's  done, 
The  leaves  again  will  grow. 

So  this  bright  morn,  in  splendor  born, 

Must  not  in  sadness  pass, 
Although  I  tread  on  leaves  so  dead, 

All  scattered  o'er  the  grass. 

Almighty  Power  has  fixed  the  hour, 

That  Summer  shall  endure, 
In  Nature's  realm,  He  guides  the  helm, 

And  all  its  laws  are  sure. 


These  peaceful  days  the  sun's  mild  rays, 

Are  shed  o'er  hill  and  dale, 
And  shocks  of  corn,  this  Autumn  morn, 

Are  seen  along  the  vale. 

The  summers  come,  to  bring  us  bloom, 

And  beauty  to  delight; 
The  summers  go,  but  sunset  glow, 

Will  gild  the  Autumn  night. 


AN  old  cc 
spires, 


IN  MEXICO, 
cathedral    with    its    gables,    turrets, 


And   thick   gray   walls   of   dark   and   massive 

stone, 
Had  stood  defiant,  through  Time's  withering 

years, 
Till  centuries  had  o'er  it  come,  and  gone. 

And  old  world  artists,  long  since,  came  to  adorn 
The  inner  walls  with  carvings  rich  and  rare, 

And  costly  paintings  from  the  masters  hung, 
Before  which  worshipers  were  kneeling  there. 

And  Romish  priests  from  Spain  had  lived  and 
died, 

And  turned  to  dust,  in  shadow  of  the  wall, 
Where  carven  stone  still  marks  their  lowly  bed, 

While  others  hold  men  fast  in  errors  thrall. 
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A  coffin  stood  neath  lighted  candles  dim, 
Its  occupant  unconscious  of  the  tears 

And  masses  said,  to  help  the  parted  soul, 
As  if  it  could  be  changed  in  coming  years. 

I  stood  within  the  aisles,  and  wonder  grew, 
Down  vanished  centuries  my  thoughts  were 

turned, 

And  mused  how  ignorance  and  error  live, 
Where   fires   of   truth   and   knowledge    dimly 
burned. 


WHOSOEVER  BELIEVETH  ON  ME 
SHALL  NEVER  DIE. 

WE  say  good-night  when  darkening  shad- 
ows fall, 

So  weary  grown  we  may  not  wait  the  dawning, 
But  gently  rest,  lay  down  life's  burdens  all, 
And  on  the  other  Shore,  we  say  good-morn- 
ing. 

We  say  good-night,  to  loved  ones  pressing  near, 
As  angel  bands,  from    heavenly    realms    are 

forming, 

Along  the  way,  our  halting  steps  to  cheer, 
Here,  fond  good-night,  there,  ever  blest  good- 
morning. 


We  say  good-night;  the  shadows  all  are  fled, 
And  light  celestial,  the  rapt  soul  adorning, 

'Tis  endless  Life.     O  say  not  we  are  dead, 
But  gone  to  join  the  dear  ones,  in  the  blissful 

morning. 
Sent  to  Mrs.   Harmon  just  before  her  death. 


"I  WILL  NOT  LEAVE  YOU  COMFORT- 
LESS." 

THE  morn  was  bright,  the  skies  were  clear, 
The  sun,  in  glory  shining, 
And  yet  I  did  not  see  the  light, 
But  sat  in  gloom  repining. 

With  pain  and  suffering  sorely  tried, 
Loved  ones  had  crossed  the  river, 

My  lonely  heart,  too  sad  to  rise, 
To  God  the  only  giver. 

When  all  the  sorrows  of  my  life, 

Hung  o'er  me — but  to  sadden, 
Then  lo!  an  Unseen  Presence  seemed 

My  weary  heart  to  gladden. 

I  had  been  looking  here  below, 

For  love  and  joy  unfading, 
The  Master's  voice  came  to  me  then, 

Not  angrily  upbraiding — 


But  in  soft  whispers,  sweet  and  low, 

It  told  of  joy  in  Heaven, 
Of  dear  ones  mourned,  now  safely  there, 

Where  fond  ties  are  not  riven. 

I  raised  my  eyes,  that  I  might  see 
The  light  of  Heaven  shining, 

And  said,  there  is  no  cloud  so  dark, 
But  has  a  "silver  lining." 


THE  EARLY  FROST. 

A  SADNESS    broods    around    me    this    fair 
morn, 

As  I  see  the  waving  trees  in  soft  sunlight; 
What   prophecy    of    evil,    what    the     troubled 

thought, 
That  came  to  haunt  my  dreams  on  yesternight? 

Ah!  'twas  the  frost  so  stealthily  it  came, 

When  sleep  enwrapped  me  in  its  sweet  em- 
brace, 
When  morning  dawned,  presentiment  of  coming 

change, 

And  loss,   that  strangely  seemed   to   fill   the 
place. 


The  glossy  leaves,  so  beautiful  and  green, 
Will  take  on  autumn  tints,  then  droop  and  die, 

And  ere  long  swept  by  chilling  winds  will  fall, 
Full  well  I  know  the  winter  draweth  nigh. 

The  sweetest  things  of  early  summer  time 
Have  charmed  and  blessed,  then  faded  from 
my  view, 

Now  gorgeous  flowers  of  Autumn  too  must  fade 
And  wither,  till  the  Spring  shall  life  renew. 

Ah  this,  the  phantom  dark,  that  brooded  o'er 
My  spirit,  as  I  looked  upon  the  scene, 

And  this  my  sorrow,  that  the  blossoms  die, 
And  trees  must  lose  their  leaves  of  shining 
green. 

Yet  hope,  that  ever  springs,  to  trusting  heart, 
Inspires  with  patience  to  await  the  Father's 
hand, 

To  touch  the  dormant  buds  and  bid  the  Spring 
To  spread  again  its  glory  o'er  the  land. 


2.3 


THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

A   NOTHER   immortal   launched   out  on   the 
f\  deep, 

Another  weary  one  lies  down  to  sleep, 
A  sorrowing  group,  left  in  sadness  to  weep, 
O,  Infinite  Love!  in  tenderness  keep. 

O,  Infinite  Father,  Thou  ever  art  nigh — 
And  hearest  the  helpless  whenever  they  cry, 
Bereft  and  forsaken,  Thou  heedest  their  sigh, 
Kindly  Lord,  lead  them  the  still  waters  by. 

Smooth  the  rough  places,  where  little  feet  tread, 
Guard  them,  and  shield  them,  mother  is  dead! 
Turn  away  sorrow,  temptation  and  dread, 
In  the  shadow  of  Thy  love,  pillow  their  head. 


A  TRIBUTE  TO  LABOR. 

ALONG  the  winding  Yellowstone, 
Where  Red-men's  feet  were  wont  to  tread, 
'Tis  dotted  now  with  peaceful  homes, 
And  ripened  fields  o'er  valley  spread. 
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O  what  hath  man  in  patience  wrought, 
To  thus  transform  these  desert  lands, 

Until  the  products  of  the  soil, 

Have  blessed  the  labor  of  his  hands. 

The  arid  plain,  where  cactus  grew, 
Is  threaded  now  by  waterways. 

And  "buds  and  blossoms,  as  the  rose," 
And  yields  its  fruit  these  Autumn  days. 

Wise  Providence,  in  Nature  hid 
The  forces  to  supply  man's  need, 

In  "sweat  of  brow,"  he  brings  it  forth, 
As  God  in  Paradise  decreed. 

He  turns  the  water  from  the  stream, 
He  tills  the  soil,  and  plants  the  vine, 

And  takes  the  hoarded  wealth  of  hills, 
To  warm  and  cheer,  in  winter  time. 

And  peace  and  plenty,  earned  by  toil, 
Is  better  far  than  fame  or  gold, 

And  flocks  and  herds,  and  bounteous  store, 
Will  crown  the  years  with  joy  untold. 
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A  HOME  COMING. 

JAM  longing,  waiting,  watching,  for  the  dear 
one  who  has  left  me, 
To  dwell  beside  the  mountains,  in  a  city  by  the 

sea, 
O,  how  I  mourned  the  fate  that  so  cruelly  bereft 

me, 

Of  him  my  heart  had  cherished,  and  bore  him 
far  from  me. 

He  is  coming  home,  is  on  the  way,  by  a  mother's 

prayer  attended, 
The  morning  breaks  in  beauty,  he  is  standing 

at  the  door, 

How  lovingly  we  welcome  him,  at  last  the  jour- 
ney ended, 

As  we  greet  our  precious  son,  in  the  joyous 
home  once  more. 

O  blest  it  were  indeed  did  not  the  dread  of  part- 
ing 

Come  like  a  sombre  shadow,  and  o'er  our  glad- 
ness brood, 
The  light  and  shadows  mingle,  no  joy  without  its 

smarting, 

Nor  any  pain  or  sorrow  without  its  greater 
good. 
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How  oft  in  joy,  life  memories  come  and  fill  the 

heart  with  sadness, 
As  we  think  of  dear  departed  ones,  though 

safe  on  that  blest  shore, 
We  mourn  them,  long  to  see  them,  but  the  soul 

exults  with  gladness, 

When  we  think  of  that  blest  meeting,  to  be 
parted  nevermore. 

Soon  the  longing  and  the  waiting  o'er,  and  joy 

that  hath  no  sorrow, 
Will  fill  our  souls  with  rapture  as  we  cross  the 

narrow  stream, 
Soon  friends  above  and  friends  below,  in  the 

blessed  glad  to-morrow 

Will  meet,  no  more  to  sever,  where   eternal 
light  will  beam. 


AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  OUR  LOVED  ONE. 

WE  laid  fresh  roses  on  the  tender  sod, 
Sweet  offerings  to  the  memory  of  her 

who  slept; 
Her  loving  spirit  seemed  to  hover  near, 

And  know  that  we  in  fond  remembrance  kept, 

Her  precious  dust;  O,  loved  and  sacred  dust; 

No  flowers  too  rare  to  grace  the  lowly  bed, 
May  kindly  shadow  hide  from  sunlight  glare 

That  they  may  linger  long  above  her  head, 

Shedding  their  fragrance  all  about  the  place, 
Where  rests  the  darling  form  in  calm  repose, 

We  turn  away  and  leave  her  in  the  care 
Of  Him  who  died,  was  buried,  and  arose. 

"I  am  the  resurrection,"  hear  Him  say, 

"And  they  that  sleep  in  me"  shall  surely  rise, 

Clad  in  angelic  robes,  'mid  vernal  bloom, 
To  dwell  forever,  safe  in  Paradise. 
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THE  SHADOW  OF  A  GREAT  ROCK. 

OUT  on  life's  treacherous  waste,  'mid  desert 
sand, 

O,  for  some  shelter  in  this  weary  land, 
In  shadow  of  the  "Rock,"  where  burdens  fall, 
The  weary  rest,  and  Christ  is  all  in  all. 

Lead  me,  O  Father!     To  that  shadow  cool, 
My  human  heart  longs  for  Bethesda's  pool, 
Where  angel  visitants  the  waters  move, 
To  make  me  whole  and  bathe  me  in  Thy  love. 

But  better  far,  if  Thou  shalt  speak  the  word, 
My  spirit  thirsts!     Be  Thou  my  helper,  Lord, 
Powerless  I  lie;  the  pool  I  can  not  gain, 
And  Christ  alone  can  wash  away  my  stain. 

The  Pearl  of  greatest  price,  the  sinner's  Friend, 
Within  that  shadow  all  unrest  will  end, 
The  perilous  way  is  passed,  all  longings  cease; 
Safe  in  the  shelter  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
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"HOPE  THOU  IN  GOD." 

1  WOULD  not  weep  o'er  vanished  joys, 
Nor  sit  in  gloom  and  sorrow, 
If  clouds  encompass  me  to-day, 
It  may  be  fair  to-morrow. 

If  dark  or  fair,  each  day  is  filled — 

With  mercy  beyond  measure, 
Suffice  it;  if  my  heart  but  grasp 

The  sweet  unfailing  treasure. 

Faith  pierces  through  the  gathering  cloud, 

And  sees  a  rift  behind  it, 
The  Father's  Hand  with  blessing  filled, 

I  rise  and  haste  to  find  it. 

The  clouds  will  vanish,  shadows  flee, 

And  joy  dispel  the  sadness, 
The  sunlight  of  His  peace  and  love — 

Will  gild  each  day  with  gladness. 


SHADOWS. 

A  SHADOW  strangely  flitting  here  and  there, 
As  if  a  lingering  sunbeam's  fitful  light 
Had    glanced   o'er  tree-top   and    its    quivering 

boughs 
Had  sent  a  shadow  e'er  the  fall  of  night. 

I  thus,  near  eventide  expectant  wait, 

For  not  in  life's  fair  morn  do  shadows  come, 
But  when,  with  weary  feet  and  fainting  heart, 

And  when  its  toilsome  journey's  nearer  done. 

Across  my  pathway,  as  I  come  and  go, 
I  feel  its  gentle  presence  ever  near, 

And  soon,  ah  soon!  the  sweetest  joys  of  earth 
Will  be  exchanged  for  joys  in  Heaven  more 
dear. 

Each  night,  as  twilight  stillness  round  me  creeps, 
This  flitting  form  comes  nearer  than  before, 

I  almost  seem  to  hear  in  accents  sweet, 

"Thy   work   is    done."     I'm   standing   at   the 
door. 


OUR  SON  CHARLES  LEAVING  FOR  THE 
WEST  (KANSAS). 


ONE  out  from  home,  my  loved  and  clier- 

ished  boy, 
To  new,  strange  lands,   Oh  Lord,  I  pray  to 

Thee, 

That  guarded  by  a  heavenly  Father's  care, 
My  precious  one  may  ever  sheltered  be. 

When  tempted,  may  Thy  watchful  care  protect, 
If  aught  of  danger,  fear  or  ill  betide, 

Or  foes  assail,  do  Thou,  his  refuge  be, 

Oh  love  divine,  be  Thou  his  help  and  guide. 


A  MORNING  PRAYER. 

DEAR  Father,  Thou  hast  kept  us  through  the 
night, 

This  morn  we  pray, 

Let  no  dark  soul-destroying  sin  and  blight 
Come  near  to-day. 


Keep  us  in  Thee,  our  only  Lord,  and  Savior, 

We  have  no  merit, 
Grant  us  Thy  strength  divine,  Thy  loving  favor, 

Thy  Holy  Spirit. 

Thus  help  sufficient,  in  our  mortal  weakness, 

Dear  Father,  send, 

May  grace  and  peace  and  love,  divine  complete- 
ness, 

In  each  life  blend. 

May  willing  hands,  with  gentle  deeds  of  kind- 
ness, 

Relieve  distress, 

May  eyes  be  opened,  closed  by  sin,  and  blind- 
ness, 

Oh  Father,  bless. 

So    guarded,    kept  and  saved  from  sin's   dark 
power, 

Till  life  shall  end, 
Dear  Savior,  leave  us  not,  in  that  dread  hour, 

Our  onlv  Friend. 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  LEAVES. 

OH  glorious  tinted  Autumn  leaves, 
How  sweet  before  ye  droop  and  die, 
To  wear  such  gold  and,  crimson  hues, 
But  it  sadly  tells  the  end  is  nigh. 

Your  beauty  cheered,  in  Summer  time, 
And  shielded  from  the  sunlight  rays, 

And  now  I  grieve  to  see  you  fall, 

To  leave  bare  boughs,  for  Winter  days. 

Ah  Winter!  how  T  dread  thy  reign, 
The  trees  so  leafless,  brown  and  bare, 

And  cold  winds  sweeping  o'er  the  plain 
With  blinding  snow,  to  fill  the  air. 

I  will  rest  in  quiet,  wait  in  hope, 

That  I  may  see  the  Springtime  days, 

When  Nature  wakes,  and  opening  buds 
Will  burst  in  beauty  on  my  gaze. 
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HEAVEN. 

OOMETIMES  the  world,  beyond, 
O     Is  like  a  city  fair, 
With  jasper  walls  and  pearly  gates, 
And   shining  Angels  there. 

Its  streets  of  gold  how  bright, 

As  we  by  faith  behold, 
A  dazzling  radiance,  charms  and  thrills, 

As  each  new  scene  unfolds. 

Again — our  hearts  are  sad, 
And  fain — would  find  release, 

Lay  down  life's  burdens,  end  its  pains, 
And  find  a  heaven  of  peace. 

How  changed  our  vision  now, 

For  quiet  rest  we  sigh, 
Not  pearly  gates,  nor  streets  of  gold, 

But  a  peaceful  home  on  high. 

Lord,  give  us  what  Thou  wilt, 
When  to  Thy  gates  we  come, 

Suffice  it — if  we  hear  at  last, 
Thy  loving  voice,  "Well  done." 


Enter  thoti  in  and  rest, 

And  lay  thy  burden  down, 
Twas  Christ  redeemed  thee  with  His  blood, 

Accept — the  promised  crown. 


EIGHTIETH   BIRTHDAY  OF  DR.  JOHN 
KELLY. 

DEARER  far,  than  earthly  treasure, 
Is  companionship  with  friends, 
I,  this  blessing  ne'er  can  measure, 
While  to  God  this  prayer  ascends. 

Keep,  oh  keep,  my  precious  Father, 
May  he  be  Thy  constant  care, 

Though  his  years  be  four-score  even, 
Still  I  ask  Thee,  Father,  spare. 

Spare  him  yet — though  on  the  threshold, 
He  may  patient,  trusting  wait, 

Bye  and  bye  he  will  pass  the  portal 
And  be  safe  within  the  gate. 

Yet — I  ask — when  Summer  freshness 
Lends  its  charm  to  earth  and  air, 

And  my  willing  feet  turn  homeward, 
I  may  fondly  meet  him  there. 
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EARLY   RECOLLECTIONS. 

THE  home  of  my  childhood  how  sweet  to  re- 
call, 

As  memory  unfolds  it  to  view, 
I  see  the  green  meadows,  the  daisies  and  all, 
I  see  the  dear  friends  that  I  knew. 

The  green  shady  grove,  the  babbling  brook, 
The  orchard,  with  boughs  bending  low, 

The  little  arm  chair  in  sweet  shady  nook, 
Where  I  learned  the  dear  Savior  to  know. 

How  often  in  Summer's  fierce  sunshine  and  heat 
I  sought  out  the  lovely  green  bower, 

With  Bible  in  hand,  in  the  shady  retreat, 
I  learned  the  great  Truth  and  its  power. 

The  Bethlehem  Babe,  the  obedient  Son, 

The   Savior  relieving  distress, 
The  Calvary  cross,  the  victory  won, 

And  then  interceding  to  bless. 

Sweet  Spirit!  brood  over  the  dreams  of  my  life 

And  may  I  in  vision  behold, 
The  warfare  all  ended  with  sin  and  with  strife 

In  the  beautiful  City  of  Gold. 
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SABBATH  EVENING. 

AS  evening  shadows  round  us  fall 
We  lift  our  hearts  above, 
To  God,  the  Father  of  us  all, 
And  plead  His  care  and  love. 

With  thanks  for  blessings  through  the  day, 

Unnumbered,  rich  and  rare, 
We  still,  O  Lord,  to-night  would  pray 

For  Thy  unceasing  care. 

Defenseless,  we  lie  down  to  sleep, 

Without  Thy  sheltering  love, 
O  Holy  Spirit,  do  Thou  keep 

Our  thoughts  on  things  above. 

Come —  search  our  hearts,  the  Father  knows 

Our  inward  strife  with  sin, 
And  when  in  sleep  our  eyelids  close, 

Dear  Lord  abide  within. 

Sweet  sleep,  sweet  rest,  if  God  is  near, 

The  Savior  for  our  guest, 
"Abide  with  Me,"  how  blest  to  hear, 

"In  Me  ye  shall  find  rest." 


LOOKING  FOR  THE  ROBIXS. 

OME  back,  dear  little  robins,  the  time  seems 

very  long 
Since  you  flew  away  to  Southland,  we  miss  your 

pretty  song; 
You  took  your  little  birdies  so  they  might  chirp 

and  grow 

Where  the  days  are  warm  and  bright  and  gentle 
breezes  blow. 

The  cold  winds  came,  the  tree  is  bare,  its  leaves 

went  trailing  clown, 
But  your  little  nest  is  hanging  among  the  boughs 

so  brown; 
Now   Spring   has  come,  why  longer  wait,  and 

soon  the  leaves  will  hide 
Your  Summer  home  from  rude  attack,  what  can 

you  want  beside? 

How  glad  we  were  in  winter,  when  angry  storms 

would  rise, 
That  our  precious  little  robins  were  safe  'neath 

sunny  skies; 
But  now  we  wait  and  long  for  you  that  some 

bright  morn  we'll  see 
Our  little  robin  redbreasts  in  the  green  and  leafy 

tree. 
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Then  come  to  us,  sweet  robins,  we'll  give  you 

crumbs  to  eat, 
The  grass  as  soft  as  velvet  beneath  your  tiny 

feet; 
We'll  guard  you  well  and  keep  you  till  your  little 

ones  can  fly, 
And  before  the  Winter  storms  come,  we'll  say 

a  sweet  good-bye. 

Dedicated  to  Master  J.  Miles. 


ALONE. 

THE  wintry  blasts  were  loud  and  fierce, 
Naught  could  be  seen  but  blinding  snow, 
The  gate  ajar  with  creaking  noise, 
No  one  to  hear  or  see  or  know. 

A  loving  one  had  just  gone  forth 

To  meet  life's  duties,  cares  and  strife, 

And  bear  its  burdens  that  to  me 
Might  come  a  happy  joyous  life. 

Shut  in  from  piercing  winds  and  storm, 
With  peace  and  joy  and  warmth  around, 

I  to  the  window  turned  my  eyes, 

And  these  sweet  friends  indeed  I  found. 
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The  opening  buds  and  fragrant  flowers 
To  me  are  friends,  ah!  true  and  tried, 

They  turn  to  me  if  others  frown, 
And  cling  to  me  if  others  chide. 

Each  day  I  watch  with  tender  care, 
Each  night  to  shield  from  winter's  cold, 

And  now  they  bring  me  blossoms  rare 
As  sparkling  petals  oft  unfold. 

In  Summer,  Winter,  through  the  years, 
Such  sweet  companionship  is  given, 

Their  pure  white  blossoms  are  fit  types 
Of  purity  and  peace  in  heaven. 


WHAT  IS  LIFE? 

WHAT  is  life?     An  unsatisfied  longing. 
Disappointed    hopes,    sore    trials    come 

thronging, 

Grief  oft  at  night,  no  joy  in  the  morning, 
Trust  in  God. 

What  is  life?     Only  music's  soft  notes  trilling, 
With  joyous  melody  the  senses  ever  filling, 
And  pleasure,  how  it  charms  the  heart  so  will- 
ing, 

Trust  in  God. 


What  is  life?     Tis  both  its  joy  and  sorrow, 
Bright  and  fair  to-day,  dark  and  drear  to-mor- 
row, 

Oh  take  its  brightness,  and  its  ills  ne'er  borrow, 
Trust  in  God. 

This — this  is  life,  its  light  and  shadows  blending, 
Whiche'er  it  be,  'tis  of  the  Father's  sending, 
Bye  and  bye,  'tis  peace  and  joy  unending. 
Trust  in  God. 

Dedicated  to  Mrs.   M.    G.   Maples. 


TO   MY  FATHER   ON  HIS  EIGHTY- 
EIGHTH    BIRTHDAY. 

MY  father,  dear,  I  grieve  to-day  to  think 
That  eight  and   eighty  years  thou  hast 

trod  the  way 
That  Time's  relentless  grasp  no  pity  feels, 

For  sighing  mortals,  though  they  weep  and 
pray. 

Sad  'tis  to  me  that  life  has  almost  passed 

With  thee,  for  whom  undying  love  flows  on. 

You,  pressing  on  the  journey,  soon  must  close 
And  leave  me  comfortless  when  thou  art  gone. 
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I  sometimes  think  if  I  could  stop  Time's  flight 
Then  I  would  give  you  wealth  of  years  to  stay, 

To  bring  me  joy  and  peace  and  sweet  delight, 
And  put  far  off  the  fearful  dreaded  day. 

Sometimes  I  think  I  cannot  let  you  go, 

That  for  you  I    could    plead    for    lengthened 
days, 

My  selfish  heart  sometimes  would  have  it  so, 
But  this  is  human  weakness,  not  God's  ways. 


THE  DEAR  OLD  FACE. 

I  SAW  him  in  a  dream  again  last  night — 
The  dear  old  face,  the  patient  rayless  eyes, 
The  well-known  figure  sitting  in  the  light 
In  the  old  chair — and  it  was  no  surprise. 

Nay,  but  my  soul  went  out  in  one  great  cry 
Of  wild  rejoicing  to  behold  him  there, 

And  at  his  feet  I  knelt  convulsively, 

Fondled  his  hands,  and  stroked  his  soft  gray 
hair: 

"Father,  dear  father!  is  it  really  you? 

Speak,  ease  the  doubt  that  at  my  heart  doth 

ache — 
Say  that  this  hour  is  merciful  and  true, 

And  the  stern  past  a  weary,  long  mistake!" 
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One  moment — just  one  moment — did  it  seem 
He  smiled  upon  me — then  my  hope  was  o'er! 

But  oh,  thank  God,  if  only  in  a  dream 

I  have  beheld  mv  life's  best  friend  once  more. 


THY  WAY  IS  RIGHT. 

FATHER    in    heaven,    I    know   thy    way    is 
right, 

We  live  in  our  appointed  time  and  sphere, 
Begone  sad  thoughts,  may  I  with  faith  look  up. 
Do  life's  work  well  and  bless  its  closing  year. 

In  grateful  memory  of  days  gone  by, 
In  tender  age  and  riper  years  I  view 

A  father's  love  in  all  these  cherished  scenes, 
A  father's  life  so  blameless,  just  and  true. 

What  priceless  legacy  is  this  to  leave 

For  us  who  tarry  on  the  shores  of  time, 

Eternal  bliss  awaits  the  pure  in  heart, 

We  will  follow  thee  and  meet  in  that  fair  clime. 
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THE  ALL-SUFFICIENT  HELP. 

THY  mercies  are  so  boundless, 
Ah!  who  can  comprehend, 
Lord,  grant  that  we  may  never 
On  human  help  depend. 

Thou  art  our  only  help  and  guide 
On  life's  rough  and  troubled  sea, 

We  sink,  we  perish,  if  we  turn 
Our  eyes  away  from  Thee. 

When  pain  and  fears  oppress  us 

And  all  our  being  fill 
We  cry  to  Thee  to  bless  us, 

Thou  sayest,   "Peace,  be  still." 

We  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies, 

As  humbly  we  implore 
That  Thou  wilt  cleanse  and  keep  us 

Till  life's  pilgrimage  is  o'er. 

And  safely  guide  our  dear  ones 

Away  from  paths  of  sin, 
Then  bear  them  in  Thy  loving  arms 

The  heavenly  Gates  within. 


A  SACRED  SPOT. 

THERE  is  a  little  spot  of  ground 
O'er  which  the  trees  still  wave, 
'Twas  there  we  made  a  low  green  mound, 
It  was  dear  Helen's  grave. 

A  year  it  sheltered  her  loved  form 
And  watched  with  tender  care, 

Sweet  flowers  we  brought  at  eve  and  morn 
And  placed  them  fondly  there. 

Dear  little  birds  kept  watch  at  night 

And   roses   perfume  lent. 
As  oft  we  sat  in  pale  twilight, 

Our  hearts  with  grief  so  rent. 

But  now  the  loved  one,  borne  away 

To  her  final  resting  place, 
Ah!  still  we  look  upon  the  clay 

That  hid  her  darling  face. 

'Tis  but  a  little  spot  of  ground, 

But  oh,  what  memories  come, 
For  once  it  was  the  low  green  mound 

Just  close  beside  her  home. 
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A  TRUE  STORY  OF  THE  ROBINS. 

TWO  pretty  robins  one  fine  morn 
Came  to  a  lovely  tree, 
They  flew  about,  but  did  not  tell 
Their  own  love  mystery.  . 

A  leafy  branch,  not  very  high, 

They  seemed  to  like  the  best, 
And  there  they  talked  and  chirped  and  planned 

To  build  their  summer  nest. 

I  watched  them  from  the  shady  porch, 
As  grass  and  tufts  they  brought, 

Till  one  day -blackbirds  tried  to  steal 
Their  nest,  and  then  they  fought. 

For  days  they  built  and  fought  when  lo! 

They  bravely  gained  the  day, 
The  work  went  on,  the  nest  was  done, 

The  blackbirds  flew  away. 

Peace  reigned,  and  Summer  days  went  by, 

The  boughs  by  breezes  bent, 
When  suddenly  we  heard  strange  sounds, 

Quick  to  the  nest  we  went. 


And  there  four  little  birdies  lay 

All  nestled  close  together, 
The  mother  bird  will  guard  them  well 

In  fair  or  stormy  weather. 

And  oh,  what  love  and  tender  care 

The  little  brood  to  feed, 
As  tiny  morsels  oft  were  brought 

To  satisfy  their  need. 

At  length — the  nestlings  grown  so  large, 

The  old  birds  thought  it  best 
That  they  should  learn  to  help  themselves, 

So  pushed  them  out  the  nest. 

The  world  was  large,  the  way  seemed  strange, 

They  could  do  naught  but  try, 
They  hopped  about,  and  chirped,  and  soon 

Found  out  that  they  could  fly. 

Six  pretty  robins  southward  flew 
When  Summer  days  were  ended, 

But  Springtime  came,  and  robins,  too, 
By  the  Father's  care  still  tended. 


IN  THE  GARDEN. 

GETHSEMANE  mute  witness  bore 
To  anguish  sore — alone, 
When  all  the  guilt  of  man  was  laid 
Upon  the  suffering  Son. 

"O  Father!  must  I  drink  the  cup!" 

His  human  nature  cried, 
"Not  as  I  will,  but  as  Thou  wilt," 

Submissively,  He  sighed. 

In  deepest  sorrow  thrice  the  plea 

Ascends  to  God  above, 
From  Christ,  in  bitterest  agony, 

Yet  full  of  tender  love. 

The  pitying  Father  angels  sent 

To  strengthen  and  sustain, 
"He  needs  must  suffer"  for  man's  sin 

To  save  from  endless  pain. 

Oh  how  can  human  heart  reject 
Such  love,  such  power  divine, 

Such  sacrifice  for  guilty  man, 
Such  heavenly  love  sublime. 
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Ah  no,  with  trembling  and  with  tears, 
To  Thee,  O  Christ,  I  come, 

Subdue  my  heart,  dispel  my  fears 
Till  Thou  shalt  call  me  home. 


"ARE    THEY    NOT    ALL    MINISTERING 
SPIRITS?" 

DO  Spirits  of  our  loved  ones  lingering  near 
Bring  to  our  hearts  this  holy  peace  and 

love? 

Are  they  the  ministering  angels  to  us  here, 
To  bring  us  glimpses  of  the  fuller  life  above? 

If  when  we  drop  this  mortal  flesh  and  rise 
To  know  the  mysteries,  now  veiled  from  sight, 

If  kindred  spirits,  hid  from  mortal  eyes, 
Are  sent  as  messengers,  from  realms  of  light, 

To  sinful  earth,  where  dwell  our  dear  ones  still, 
How  blest  if  we  may  join  the  glorious  throng, 

And  bring  God's  peace  and  love  their  hearts  to 

fill, 
And  lead  them  to  the  shining  Gates  ere  long. 


A  DAY  DREAM— THE  MESSAGE  OF 
GOD'S  LOVE. 

I  DREAMED  an  angel,  with  a  message,  came 
to  earth  one  day, 
And  looked  about  on  eager  throngs  all  pressing 

on  their  way, 

But  none  had  time  to  pause  and  hear  the  mes- 
sage that  he  brought, 

Each  was  so  busy  with  his  plans  he  could  not 
give  it  thought. 

Some  in  the  throng  on  pleasure  bent,  while  some 

were  seeking  gain, 
And  many  slaves    of    appetite,    while    demons 

fanned  the  flame, 
Till  sin  and  greed  and  pleasure  had  bound  the 

soul  with  bands, 
And  none  could  break  the  fetters  save  the  pierced 

bleeding  hands. 

The  angel  turned  and  entered  in,  where  pain  and 

anguish  dwell, 
And   said  to  sorrowing  hearts,   "Look  up,  the 

Lord  delights  to  heal; 


This  is  the  tidings  that  I  bring  down  from  the 
courts  above, 

All  pain  and  sorrow  flee  away  at  touch  of  heav- 
enly love." 

His  errand  done!  the  angel  smiled,  the  message 

had  been  heard, 

/\nd  burdened  hearts  were  comforted  to  hear  the 
,          gracious  word, 
And  ere  his  shining  robes  he  drew  to  take  his 

flight  above 
He  said  the  message  is  from  God,  the  message  of 

His  love. 


CHRIST   BORN   IN   BETHLEHEM. 

DENSE  darkness  brooded  o'er  the  earth, 
Faith's  faintly  glimmering  beams  were 

pale, 

But  prophets  had  foretold  the  birth 
Of  Him  they  pierced  with  thorn  and  nail. 

Two  weary  travelers,  tired  and  faint, 
Had  asked  for  shelter  at  an  inn, 

No  room — no  room!     No  room  to-day 
For  Christ  to  dwell  where  reigneth  sin. 
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A  lowly  cot  within  a  stall, 

A  manger  cradle  for  the  Child, 

The  Son  of  God!  to  die  for  all, 
The  blessed  Jesus,  meek  and  mild. 

An  angel  from  the  courts  above 

To  wondering  shepherds  tidings  brought, 
Peace  on  the  earth,  good  will  to  man, 

A  miracle  of  grace  is  wrought. 

Effulgent  light  spread  o'er  the  plains 
As  heavenly  hosts  adored  the  Son, 

In  Bethlehem — a  babe  was  born, 
Angelic  choirs  His  praises  sung. 

Judea's  hills  the  echo  caught, 

The  earth  has  heard  the  glad  refrain 

That  man  is  saved,  redemption  bought, 
By  Bethlehem's  birth  and  Calvary's  pain. 

The  glittering  host  to  heaven  ascends, 
All  fears  allayed,  the  shepherds  came 

And  found  the  Mother  and  the  Child, 
As  angels  told  them,  on  the  plain. 

And  as  they  left  the  holy  place, 

Their  hearts  aglow  with  love  and  light, 

They  praised  the  Lord  and  told  around 
The  wondrous  glory  of  the  night. 
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Wise  men  had  journeyed  from  the  east, 

Led  by  a  star  that  went  before, 
And  to  the  holy  city  came 

With  wealth  of  treasure  in  their  store, 

Saying,  "Where  is  He,  the  King  that's  born? 

We  have  waited  long  and  fain  would  know." 
When  lo!  they  saw  the  star  above 

Where  Christ  was  laid  in  manger  low. 

In  adoration  low  they  bend, 

The  radiant  star  had  led  them  true, 

They  worshiped  now  the  infant  Lord, 
Whose  power  on  earth  will  sin  subdue. 

And  gladly  brought  their  treasures  rare, 
Perchance  the  infant  Savior  smiled 

As  costly  gifts  on  that  blest  day 
Were  placed  before  the  Holy  Child. 

What  gift  so  costly,  gem  so  pure, 
Can  fondest  heart  on  friend  bestow. 

As  He  whom  God  has  given  for  us, 
Our  Christ  who  lived  and  died  below. 

Oh  bow  with  reverence  the  head, 
All  that  the  heart  can  give  lay  down 

Before  the  Lord  for  richest  gift, 
Eternal  life — and  heavenly  crown. 
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On  this  glad  Christmas  night  may  all 

Accept  the  gift  so  freely  given, 
The  Christ  who  evermore  will  be 

The  star  that  lights  the  way  to  Heaven. 

Read   before   the    Miles   City   Presbyterian    Sunday- 
school  December  25,   1893. 


EASTER. 

ERE  rising  sun  dispelled  the  nightly  gloom, 
The  women  hasted  to  the  rock-hewn  tomb, 
And  wondering  who  will  roll  the  stone  away 
That  we  may  find  our  absent  Lord  to-day. 

The  stone  was  rolled  away,  as  soon  they  found, 
And,  trembling  and  amazed,  they  looked  around, 
The  tomb  was  empty  and  an  angel  said, 
"Why  seek  the  living  here  among  the  dead? 

"The  Lord  is  risen,  behold  where  He  was  laid," 
No  wonder,  as  they  listened  "sore  afraid," 
That  human  hearts  should  doubt  the  joyful  word, 
And  they  a-gain  would  see  their  risen  Lord. 

He  broke  the  bands  of  death,  and  standing  near. 
"Mary!"  the  name  He  spoke,  ah!  sound  so  dear, 
"Rabboni  Master,"  \vas  her  answering  word, 
And  then  they  knew  that  they  had  seen  the  Lord. 
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Oh  blessed  day  on  which  the  Savior  rose 
Triumphant  over  death  and  all  His  foes, 
Oh  blest  our  lives  if  we  this  day  begin 
To  let  the  loving,  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

Bring  garlands  fair  and  sing  your  sweetest  song, 
Let  praise  arise  from  all  the  joyous  throng, 
Our  Lord  is  risen!  the  song  of  happy  bands, 
And  He  will  bless  the  labor  of  your  hands. 

Written  for  the   Presbyterian   Sunday-school,    Miles 
City,  1894. 


FROM   MY   WINDOW   IN   SPRINGTIME. 

HAIL  beautiful  morning  of  Springtime, 
The  east  all  with  crimson  aglow, 
The  dewdrops  are  sparkling  like  jewels 
As  reached  by  the  soft  sunlight  glow. 

The  trees,  gently  swayed  by  soft  breezes 
And  warmed  into  life  by  the  sun, 

Are  decking  each  bough  with  fresh  beauty, 
Unfolding  their  leaves,  one  by  one. 

The  larks  and  robins  are  singing, 

The  hillsides  with  daisies  are  bright, 

As  fresh  dewy  petals  are  opening 
Released  from  the  darkness  of  night. 

56 


And  fragrance  so  sweet,  gently  wafted 
As  borne  on  the  breath  of  the  air, 

The  coming  of  Springtime  brings  gladness, 
All  Nature  so  joyous  and  fair. 

Oh  glorious  morning  of  Springtime, 

Once  more  thou  hast  dawned  upon  me, 

And  all  the  sweet  beauty  thou  bringest, 
Once  more  I'm  permitted  to  see. 


"NOW  IS  THE  ACCEPTED  TIME. 

BEHOLD,  the  Bridegroom  cometh, 
While  he  tarries  in  the  way, 
Make  ready  all  your  shining  lamps, 
Think  not  to  wait  for  day. 

The  cry  was  made  at  midnight, 
Some  that  were  bidden  came, 

With  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning 
And  oil  to  feed  the  flame. 

Alas!  for  some  not  ready, 

"Our  lamps  are  out,"  they  cry, 

"Give  us  of  your  oil  quickly 
Before  he  passes  by." 
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"Not  so — but  go  to  them  that  sell," 

And  as  they  haste  away 
The  Bridegroom  came,  the  wise  went  forth, 

The  foolish!     Where  were  they? 

They  came  too  late,  the  door  was  shut, 

"Open  to  us,"  they  cry, 
"I  know  you  not,"  the  Master  saith, 

"No  light  when  I  passed  by." 

God's  mercy  has  been  proffered, 

Why — why  so  long  delay, 
This  is  the  time  accepted, 

While  it  is  called  "To-day." 

Full  many  a  heart  grows  weary, 

And  sleeps,  alas!  too  long, 
But  touched  by  Christ's  forgiving  love 

The  weakest  may  be  strong. 

And  daily  grace  is  daily  given 

To  feed  the  flame  of  love 
That  lights  the  pathway  up  to  Heaven 

To  dwell  with  Him  above. 


MY  FAITHFUL  CLOCK. 

A  DEAR  little  clock  on  the  mantel, 
So  delicate,  dainty  and  sweet, 
Often  calls  me  from  slumber  to  waken 
And  quickens  my  faltering  feet. 

All  through  the  lone  hours  of  the  nighttime 
It  measures  off  time  in  its  flight, 

Its  welcome  tones  tell  me  when  morning 
Is  coming  with  sunshine  so  bright. 

And,  often,  with  sadness  I  listen 
To  the  knell  of  a  misspent  hour, 

Then  with  courage  take  up  the  life  burden, 
Relying  on  infinite  Power. 

The  dear  little  clock  on  the  mantel 
Will  measure  off  time,  oh!  how  fast, 

Till  just  outside  of  the  "Portal" 
I  hear  it  but  faintly  at  last. 


A  CALL  TO  SERVICE. 

THE  harvest  is  plenteous,  laborers  few, 
Christ  is  calling  for  helpers,  He  callerh  for 

you, 

His  Kingdom's  besieged  by  the  enemy  bold, 
And  souls  that  are  precious,  more  precious  than 
gold, 

Are  assailed  by  the  foe,  and  will  perish  and  die 
If  we  turn  from  the  conflict — in  indolence  He, 
With  no  hand  to  rescue  and  no  heart  to  plead. 
For  strength  from  the  Leader  in  this  our  sore 
need. 

Oh  Spirit  of  God!  come  with  power  and  with 

might, 

Awaken  the  sleepers  from  darkness  and  night, 
The  Day  is  at  hand!     The  Master  will  come. 
Saying  unto  His   followers,   "What    hast    thou 

done? 

"The  wolf's  in  the  fold,  My  lambs  are  astray, 
Go  into  the  hedges,  along  the  highway, 
And  gather  them  in  that  My  house  may  be  filled. 
That  souls  may  be    saved    and    troubled   hearts 
stilled." 
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The  call  to  His  service  can  end  but  with  life, 
Oh  fill  up  the  ranks.     Oh  join  in  the  strife, 
And  gather  the  harvest.     With  precious  sheaves 

come 
When   the  Master  shall    call    faithful    laborers 

home. 


"HE  CARETH  FOR  US." 

HOW  infinite  are  all  the  attributes  of  God, 
In  knowledge,  power  and  love  He  planned 
His  vast  creation!     Ever  mindful  of  His  crea- 
tures' good 

When  worlds  were  formed  and  ere  He  had  cre- 
ated man 

In  wisdom  He  prepared  for  his  subsistence 
With  a  bounteous  hand.     And  at  His  bidding 
Nature  yields  her  increase,  the  gentle  rain, 
And  dews  of  heaven  descend,  and  seed, 
Upspringing  into  life,  gives  promise 
Of  abundant  harvests  to  make  glad  the  weary 

heart, 
And  ripened  grain,  and  fruits  full  gathered  into 

store, 

To  crown  at  last  the  toiler's  heart  with  cheer. 
All  Nature  lays  her  tribute  at  the  feet  of  man, 
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That  he  may  feast  his  higher  thoughts  on  her  in- 
spiring themes, 

The  towering  mountains  and  the  lofty  pines, 
With    base    encompassed    deep    by    ponderous 

rocks, 

And  streams  and  rivulets  that  wind  beneath, 
Unfolding  flowers  in  gorgeous  beauty  to  adorn 
The  hillside,  and  clothe  the  meadows  green  with 

varied  tints, 
While  low  soft  breezes  waft  their  odors,  rare  and 

sweet, 
Exhaling  freshness  to  the  worn  and  weary,  tired 

and  faint, 
And  bringing  joy  and  gladness  to  the  young  and 

strong, 

Upbuilding  and  inspiring  all  to  holier  thought. 
Scene  so  enchanting,  it  delights  the  eye 
And  moves  the  heart  to    adoration,  love    and 

praise. 


'THEY  THAT  SEEK  ME  EARLY  SHALL 
FIND   ME." 

IN  a  meadow  path  I  wandered, 
Where  my  feet  had  often  trod, 
And  the  skies  were  blue  above  me 
As  I  mused  of  heaven  and  God. 
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And  in  my  childish  fancy, 

In  the  fleecy  clouds  o'erhead, 

I  saw  the  beautiful  Throne  of  Light 
Of  which  in  "His  Book"  I  had  read, 

And  I  wondered  if  little  children 
Could  talk  to  the  Father  above, 

For  I  longed  to  tell  Him  the  story 
Of  my  childish  faith  and  love. 

And  further  and  further  I  wandered 
Till  at  last  I  had  well  nigh  strayed, 

Yet,  ere  my  steps  turned  homeward 
I  knelt  by  the  path  and  prayed. 

And  the  Father  sweetly  listened 

To  the  story  of  my  love, 
For  the  whispering  angels   told  me 

That  my  prayer  was  heard  above. 

Full  many  a  year  has  passed  since  then, 
And  many  a  path  I've  trod, 

But  memory  loves  the  still  sweet  place 
Where  I  gave  my  heart  to  God. 
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AT  MY  BAY-WINDOW. 

SWEET  morning-glories — wide  awake, 
I  find  you  in  the  early  morn, 
You  went  to  sleep  on  yesterday 

To  waken  when  the  day  would  dawn. 

In  gorgeous  colors,  all  arrayed, 

You  greet  me,  nodding  in  the  sun, 

From  out  the  sinning  green  you  look 
Before  my  day's  work  is  begun. 

This  lesson  in  your  life  I  learn, 
However  brief  our  time  may  be, 

Let  each  good  deed  be  promptly  done 
That  other  lives  may  brightened  be. 


IN  DARK  AND  LONELY  HOURS. 

MY  feet  grow  weary  as  I  tread 
The  ways  of  earth  when  hope  has  fled. 
And  some  I  loved  are  with  the  dead, 

Ah  me!     The  heart  grows  weary. 
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To  live  when  life  is  but  to  breathe, 
When  fondest  hopes  so  oft  deceive, 
Friends  turn  away,  o'er  this  I  grieve, 
Tis  this  that  makes  me  weary. 

I  listen  waiting  for  some  word 
Of  tenderness  by  pity  stirred, 
Some  echo  of  the  bygone  heard, 
Yet  all  is  weary — weary. 

Dear  Father!    Bid  my  longings  cease, 
I  come  to  Thee  for  strength  and  peace, 
Till  Thou  shalt  bring  me  sweet  release, 
And  I  am  no  more  weary. 


THOU,  FATHER,  SEEST  US. 

ON  the  deep,  dark  ocean  I  laid  me  down  and 
slept, 

Not  on  gently  flowing  waters,  but  by  the  storm- 
wind  swept, 
With  the  raging  billows  dashing  and  the  roll  of 

surging  waves, 

But  the  Master's  eye  was  watching,  'tis  He  alone 
who  saves. 


So  life  is  but  a  journey  on  an  ocean  deep  and 

wide, 
It  may  be  tossed  by  billows  or  floated  on  the 

tide, 
But  if  we  trust  the  Master  we  have  an  anchor 

fast, 
Though  storms  and  tempests  gather,  we  shall 

be  home  at  last. 

On  the  Pacific  Ocean  in  1886. 


'BEAR  YE  ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDENS. 

WE  don't  know  if  joy  is  ours, 
There  are  sad  ones  near  us  ever; 
We  don't  know  the  hearts  that  ache 
In  bonds  that  we  might  sever. 

We  don't  know  how  unkind  words 
Wound  those  we  ought  to  cherish; 

We  don't  know  how  soon  neglect 
May  cause  a  soul  to  perish. 

We  don't  know  what  joy  we  miss 

If  cold  and  unforgiving; 
We  don't  know  how  burdens  lift 

By  humble  Christlike  living. 
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WHEN  I  AM  GONE. 

WHEN  I  am  gone 
May  kindly  shadow  hide 
The  memory  of  selfishness  and  pride. 
And  unkind  words  may  all  forgiven  be 
By  those  I  leave,  as  Christ  has  pardoned  me. 

When  I  am  gone 

And  resting  in  my  quiet  grave 

Some  tender  thought  from  loved  ones  then  I 

crave, 

Some  fond  remembrance  and  only  love 
Be  wafted  to  me  in.  the  home  above. 

When  I  am  gone 

May  unseen  ladder  rise 

Where  ministering  spirits  from  the  skies 

May  come  and  go  as  messengers  between 

The  friends  below  and  those  mid  joy  serene. 


AT  PUGET  SOUND. 

I  WALKED  on  the  shore  one  morning 
Where  the  shadows  lingered  long, 
Picking  up  shells  and  mosses, 
For  the  tide  had  come  and  gone. 


"The   tide!     The  tide— the   restless 

Had  left  its  treasures  rare, 
And  I  gathered  them  up  with  an  eager  hand 

And  mused  while  strolling  there, 

Of  a  deep  dark  sea,  with  its  surging  waves 
And  a  barque  on  its  bosom  borne, 

I  watch  for  its  sail  at  the  incoming  tide, 
Or  it  may  be  at  even  or  morn. 

May  my  willing  feet  haste  when  the  Pilot  calls, 

My  heart  respond  to  His  will, 
He  will  calm  the  tempest  and  bear  me  safe, 

And  say  to  the  waves,  "Be  still." 


THY  WILL,  O  GOD,  BE  DONE. 

WHEN  pain  and  weariness  oppress, 
I  lay  my  wants  before  the  Lord, 
And  find  uplifting  grace  in  Him, 
As  promised  in  His  precious  Word. 

Before  His  heavenly  throne  I  bow, 
He  bids  me  come  with  all  my  woes, 

I  humbly  ask  that  He  will  heal, 

But  what  is  best  the  Father  knows. 

If  He  deny,  His  will  be  done! 

Whate'er  He  sends  I  know  'tis  best, 
His  chastening  rod  will  sanctify, 

In  His  own  will  I  sweetly  rest. 

And  if  my  faltering  feet  ne'er  tread 
The  quiet  aisles  where  prayer  is  made, 

The  loving  Christ  abides  with  me 
And  says,  "  'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid." 


WHEN  DEATH  DOTH  COME. 
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>HEN  death  doth  come, 

Let  gentle   hands   in   kindness 

smooth  my  brow, 

Let  lips  that  oft  have  spoken  tender  word 
Press  the  pale  cheek,  and  may  not  strangers  now 
Intrude,  the  place  is  sacred  with  the  presence 
of  the  Lord. 

In  shaded  room, 
When  solemn  sacred  words  are  said, 

Let  not  the  curious  come,  but  chosen  few 
Who  cheered  my  way  when  grief  and  pain  and 

dread 

W'ould  sometimes  dim  the  brighter  heavenly 
view. 

When  borne  to  rest, 
Beside  the  loved  and  silent  forms  that  sleep. 

Let  hands  familiar  lay  me  in  the  tomb, 
Let  friendship  true  in  blessed  memory  keep, 

Till  in  that  Land  we  meet  beyond  the  gloom. 


AFTER  AN  OCTOBER  STORM. 

THE  Autumn  leaves  came  down  this  morn 
From  hard  fought  battles  with  wind  and 

storm, 

The  odds  too  great,  they  could  not  stand, 
But  are  flitting  by  on  every  hand. 

Cold  winds  and  blighting  frost  came  on, 
They  fade  and  die,  their  work  is  done, 
They  are  mustered  out,  the  conflict  o'er, 
And  rustle  round  the  farmhouse  door. 

The  withered  leaves  a  story  tell 
Of  duty  done,  and  done  full  well, 
They  yield  their  life  and  gently  fall 
And  soon  will  lie  'neath  snowy  pall. 

So  human  life  fades  as  the  leaf, 

If  good  or  ill,  at  best,  'tis  brief; 

Help  us,  dear  Lord,  that  when  we  are  gone 

It  may  be  said  of  us  "well  done." 


'THEY  ENTERED  NOT  IN  BECAUSE  OF 
UNBELIEF/' 

THE  soul  that  struggles,  doubts  and  fears, 
But  nobly  strives  to  do  the  best, 
And  pleads  with  God,  in  prayers  and  tears, 
And  fain  would  know  that  perfect  rest, 

Must  take  the  gift.     Bid  unbelief 
And  doubt  be  gone,  and  enter  in, 

Rest  not  outside  the  door,  leave  there  thy  grief, 
Accept  the  rest  within,  be  free  from  sin. 

Israel  of  old  fell  in  the  wilderness, 

Almost  in  sight  of  every  promised  good, 

Through  unbelief  they  suffered  sore  distress, 
And  all  the  counsel  of  their  God  withstood. 

Trust  not  in  works,  but  rest  in  Jesus'  love, 
Go  forth  to  duty,  He  will  strength  supply, 

He  sees  our  human  frailties  from  above, 

And  giveth  grace;  yea — hea'rs  our  every  sigh. 


WINTER. 

THE  frozen  ground  all  mantled    white    with 
snow, 

The  frosty  boughs,  the  piercing  winds  that  blow, 
But  tell  us  that  King  Winter  reigns  supreme, 
We  look  in  vain  for  e'en  the  faintest  gleam 

Of  Summer  beauty,  or  refreshing  breeze, 
No  flowery  walks  no  shady  leaf-clad  trees, 

All,  all  have  yielded  to  stern  Winter's  sway, 
He  is  the  King,  his  mandate  they  obey. 

And  yet  we  know  his  reign  will  not  be  long, 
For  soon  in  leafy  tree  the  glad  birds'  song 

Will  give  delight  and  every  breeze  will  bring 
Some  dainty  perfume    from    the    flowers    of 
Spring. 

In  life's  severe  Winter  I  am  thinking  o'er 
The  blossoms  that  await  us  on  that  shore 

Where  endless  bloom  and  trees  of  healing  rise 
To  meet  our  quickened  sense  of  glad  surprise. 


OUR  EARLY  CHURCH. 

ON  uncongenial  soil  a  tender  plant  appeared, 
Born  of  the  night,  scarce  seen,  so  small 

and  low, 

Not  by  refreshing  stream,  nor  meadow  green, 
But  on  the  desert.     Can  it  live  and  grow? 

Few  laborers  there  were  to  till  the  soil, 
Few  toilers  who  with  ever  ceaseless  care 

Must  guard  its  growth,  and  shield  from  harm 

and  wrong, 
Until  its  leaves  of  healing  rise  in  air. 

Almighty  Power  which  clothes  the  lilies  fair 
And  watches  tenderly  the  sparrow's  fall, 

As  in  the  days  of  old,  will  guard  His  Church, 
And  help   and   strengthen,   though    'tis  weak 
and  small. 

When  human  help  is  weak  the  Master  saith, 
"I  will  not  leave  you  nor  forsake,  though  few, 

Go  work  to-day;  yea  even  unto  death, 

And  ask  of  Me,  I  will  thy  strength  renew." 
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The   years   have  come   and   gone,  the   Father's 

hand 
Has  shielded  when  dark  lowering  clouds  hung 

o'er, 

And  in  the  sunlight  of  His  peace  and  love 
We  learn  to  trust  Him  ever — more  and  more. 

The  tender  plant  has  grown  a  goodly  tree, 
Its  branches  tending  upward  toward  the  sky, 

A  Master  hand  has  planted  and  will  keep, 
When  troubles  rise  His  help  is  ever  nigh. 

Our  Early  Church.     We  love  thy  sacred  walls, 
We  love  the  memories  that  cluster  round 

Of  some  departed,  some  far  hence  removed, 
Of  other  newer  friends  and  later  found. 

Our  Father,  Helper,  Friend,  we  look  to  Thee, 
Spread  Thou  Thy  wings  of  love  our  spirits 
o'er, 

Destroy  the  tempter's  power  and  bring  us  to 
A  glad  reunion  on  the  other  Shore. 

Read  at  the  fifteenth  anniversary  of  the  First  Pres- 
byterian Church  of  Miles  City,   Montana. 
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THINKING  OF  PAST  JOYS. 

IN  Springtime  I  think  of  the  Winter's  snow 
That  covered  the  roughness  of  earth 
With  its  mantle  of  white  in  sunlight  glow, 
And  hid  its  darkness  and  dearth. 

In  Summer  I  think  of  the  sweet  Spring  morn, 

The  early  glad  notes  of  the  bird, 
The  swelling  buds  and  flowers  new  born, 

And  the  voices  of  Nature  I  heard. 

In  Autumn  I  think  of  the  gorgeous  wealth, 

Of  Summer  foliage  and  flowers, 
Buds  of  the  Springtime,  taken  by  stealth, 

Full  blown  in  Summer's  sweet  bowers. 

In  Winter  I  think  of  the  Autumn  leaves, 

Of  Indian  Summer's  soft  haze, 
And  the  treasures  gathered  from  bending  trees 

To  bless  our  Winter  days. 

When  the  year  is  past  heart  treasures  are  mine, 
Each  season  has  brought  its  store 

And  laid  it  down  at  my  feet  and  thine, 
The  coming  year  promises  more. 
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AT  HIS  COMING. 

WHEN  Christ  with  glory,  in  the  clouds  ap- 
pearing, 

With  Angel  trumpet  bids  His  own  to  rise. 
Will  I  be  in  the  number  who,  unfearing, 
The  call  obey,  and  meet  Him  in  the  skies? 

Or  will  I,  bowed  with  anguish,  call  on  mountains 

To  hide  me  from  His  presence  in  that  hour, 
When  He  has  proffered  sweet    perennial    foun- 
tains 

To   cleanse   from    guilt    sncl    save   from    sin's 
dread  power? 

Dear  Lord,  forbid  that  I  shall  waste  in  pleasure 
The  precious  time!  far  spent.     Help  me  to  flee 

To  Thy  blest  arms  and  find  a  richer  treasure. 
My  sure  inheritance,  my  all  in  Thee. 

And  if  He   cometh   quickly,   morn  or  noon  or 

even, 
May  I  be  watching,  waiting,  to  meet  Him  in 

the  air, 

With  my-  beloved  ones  gone  before  to  heaven, 
Then,  reunited,  all  the  joys  of  heaven  to  share. 

77 


MOUNT  TACOMA. 

RAND    Mount    Tacoma!      In    thy    regal 
V — J      robes  arrayed, 

Thou  sittest  in  splendor,  touched  by  Summer 

breeze, 
And  keepest  watch  o'er  city  fair,  while  in  thy 

shade 

Lie  hill  and  valley    bright    with    flowers    and 
trees. 

And  Puget  Sound,  the  fairest  of  the  fair, 

What  more  in  Nature  can  the  heart  desire — 

Valley,  and  sea,  and  mountain,  balmy  air 
To  stir  the  pines  and  strike  the  tuneful  lyre. 

When  risen  sun  that  gilds  thy  snowy  crest, 
And  clothes  with    brightness    all    thy    dizzy 
height, 

Fit  emblem  thou,  of  sweeter,  brighter,  purer  rest, 
Of  endless  day,  with  no  succeeding  night. 

Or  wrhen   clouds  stoop   to   hide   thee   from   our 

gaze, 

Enfolding  with  a  mist  thy  lofty  brow, 
Thou  heed'st  it  not,  nor  knowest  years  nor  days, 
Nor  yet — the  Hand  that  formed  thee,  when  or 
how. 
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Though  mute  them  art,  them  speakest  forth  the 
praise 

Of  Him  who  rolled  the  waters  to  the  deep, 
Bade  the  dry  land  appear,  the  mountains  raise, 

And  over  all,  His  watch  doth  ever  keep. 

What  is  the  mystery?     What  wonders  dost  thoti 
hide? 

Do  hidden  fires  within  thy  bosom  burn? 
We  view  thee  from  afar,  but  woe  betide 

The  bravery  that  would  thy  secrets  learn. 

We  sail  the  sea  that  leads  to  ocean  grand, 
We  look  on  thee,  fair  Mount,  and  wonder  still 

If  on  these  western  shores,  or  this  broad  land, 
Can  scarce  be  found  like  this  our  hearts  to 
thrill. 

Above  the  din  and  noise  of  earthly  strife, 
Above  the  pestilence  of  sin  and  wrong, 
Like  thee  may  we  stand  high  and  firm  through 

life, 

Look  toward  the  enduring  hills,  be  true  and 
strong. 


WHITTIER. 

I  READ  the  poets  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  feast  upon  their  golden  lore, 
Their  mystic  ballads,  and  fine  art, 
And  yet  unsatisfied  my  heart. 

I  turn  to  thee,  light,  strength  and  love 
Seem  wafted  down  from  heights  above; 
The  "Eternal  Goodness"  takes  me  in, 
And  keeps  my  feet  from  paths  of  sin. 

And  when  anew  thou  strikest  the  lyre, 
Once  touched  beside  the  farmhouse  fire, 
Its  gladsome  tones  will  echo  long 
And  bear  to  heaven  my  grateful  song. 


A  BIRTHDAY. 

A   NOTHER  birthday;  tale  often  told, 
1~\      They  come  so  swiftly,  am  I  growing  old? 
With  a  deeper  silence  I  note  each  year, 
So  oft  repeated,  they  bring  small  cheer. 
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In  the  morning  of  life  its  hopes  and  fears 
Scarce  could  wait  for  the  tardy  years, 
But  its  noontide  brought  unfinished  dreams, 
Ah!  Tis  not  what  in  youth  it  seems. 

Yet  a  purer  ray  illumines  the  night, 
Reveals  all  its  secrets,  turns  darkness  to  light, 
Untangles  the  mystical  chain  that  holds 
The  years  of  my  life  as  it  daily  unfolds. 

So  the  passing  years  tell  of  victories  gained, 
Life's  sorrows  and  trials  more  fully  explained, 
And  burdens  grow  lighter  as  I  near  the  goal, 
Life's  garnered  treasures  enrich  the  soul. 


DRIFTING. 

FULL  many  are  the  paths  we  tread 
Seeking  our  destiny, 
Hopes  and  fears,  too  oft  unsaid, 
By  you  and  me. 

The  world  holds  out  a  glittering  prize 
We  quickly  grasp, 

To  greater  good  we  close  our  eyes 
And  pleasure  clasp. 


Time  moves  us  on,  we  fail  to  take 

The  richer  store, 
We  idly  float,  the  baubles  break 

On  barren  shore. 

And  as  our  feet  shall  touch  the  strand, 

Too  late  we  find 
The  good  was  spurned,  that  held  in  hand 

Was  left  behind. 


TO  THE  STATUE  OF  NYDIA. 

FAIR   Nyclia!     If   thy    pure   cold   lips    could 
speak, 

Methinks  their  melody  would  echo  long, 
In  tremulous  sweetness  o'er  my  spirit  break, 
Inspiring  thought  with  poetry  and  song. 

If  eyes,  unsealed,  could  open  to  the  light 
As  with  a  touch  of  risen  sun  at  morn — 

A  modest  flower  that  closed  and  slept  at  night 
In  milder,  brighter  rays  was  newly  born. 

And  hand,   unclasped,   could   touch   the  lyre  to 

weave 

With  pleading,  plaintive  voice  its  tender  tone, 
But  cease  vain  longings ;  only  God  can  give 
The  life,  the  soul.     Man  gives  us  sculptured 
stone. 
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The  hand  that  gave  thee  wondrous  grace  is  still, 
His  form,  cold  as  the  marble,  lies  a  silent  clod, 

And  yet  he  lives  in  thee  our  hearts  to  thrill, 
And  lift  the  soul  to  purity  and  God. 


WAITING  FOR  THE  LEAVES. 

I  AWAIT  the  glad  time  when  Nature 
Shall  weave  her  garlands  fair, 
I'm  looking  out  on  the  dreary  waste 

That  lies  so  brown  and  bare, 
But  the  beautiful  leaves  are  coming, 

The  story  is  borne  on  the  breeze, 
The  swelling  buds  are  nodding 
And  swaying  in  the  trees. 

This  morning  as  the  sunrise 

Flooded  all  the  land  with  light, 
Their  silent  voices  whispered, 

"We  have  been  growing  through  the  night, 
And  some  even  now  unfolding 

In  soft  sunlight  and  breeze, 
I  watch  for  faintest  tinge  of  green 

In  the  buds  among  the  trees. 
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The  blessed  leaves,  I  greet  them 

In  the  Springtime  when  they  come, 
And  I  mourn  them  in  the  Autumn 

When  their  work  of  love  is  done, 
Branches,  long  shorn  of  beauty, 

Awake;  O  tempered  breeze, 
Breathe  gently  on  the  barren  boughs 

And  deck  with  leaves  the  trees. 

While  new  recruits  are  mustering 

To  replace  those  rudely  slain, 
When  the  Frost  King  waved  his  sceptre 

To  proclaim  his  cruel  reign, 
And  by  winding  stream  and  hillside, 

Touched  by  the  Southland  breeze, 
The  shining  leaves  again  will  clothe 

The  clear  old  stately  trees. 


O  DEATH!  WHERE  IS  THY  STING? 
O  GRAVE!  WHERE  IS  THY  VICTORY? 

LORD,  let  me  go  to  rest,  when  life  is  done, 
As  when  the   sun    on    pleasant    Summer 

night 

Sinks  quickly  from  our  gaze;  I  would  not  stay 
And  meet  new  clouds  of  sorrow  to  obscure  the 
light. 

When  pain  and  suffering  have  done  their  work, 
This  worn  out  frame,  no  longer  fit  to  hold 

The  immortal  spirit  Thou  didst  give,  oh  then 

take  back 
The  priceless  gem  and  shelter  in  Thy  fold. 

And  make  me  strong  to  bear  whatever  comes, 
Since  Christ  redeems  my  soul  from  death  and 

grave, 
They  well  may  claim  the  mortal  past,  but  cannot 

hold 
That  which  He  gave  His  precious  life  to  save. 

Then  at  the  last  the  victory  will  be  complete, 
When  purified  He  bids  the  dust  to  rise, 

And  reunited  find  a  fitting  place 

Among  the  blest  in  God's  owrn  Paradise. 
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WHO  IS  MY  NEIGHBOR? 

AN  inn  stood  by  the  roadside, 
Dusty  and  plain  and  bare, 
And  wayfarers,  worn  and  weary, 
Were  nightly  sheltered  there. 

A  traveler,  as  he  journeyed, 

Saw  a  helpless  sufferer  lie, 
Bound  up  his  wounds  and  brought  him 

To  the  inn,  lest  he  should  die. 

A  Priest  and  a  Levite  had  chanced  that  way 
And  looked  on  him,  bleeding  and  faint, 

But  turned  and  passed  on  the  other  side. 
Each  thinking  himself  a  saint. 

The  Samaritan,  moved  with  pity, 

Had  brought  the  sufferer  in, 
Which  thinkest  thou  was  his  neighbor, 

The  Priest,  the  Levite,  or  him? 

Written  after  hearing  Mr.  Strevell  describe  the  Good 
Samaritan  in  midway  between  Jerusalem  and  Jericho, 
where  he  stopped  for  dinner  and  had  a  nap  on  the 
stone  floor  in  1895. 


HYMN. 

1WILL  walk  the  path  with  patience  my  weary 
feet  may  find, 
Not  caring  for  the  thorns  that  pierce.     No,   I 

shall  never  mind 
When  I  hear  the  blessed  Savior  saying  sweetly 

unto  me, 

"Come  up  higher"  where  the  way  is  smooth, 
from  pain  and  sorrow  free. 

The  hills  are  sometimes  steep,  and  in  weakness  I 
should  fall, 

But  in  His  arms  He  bears  me  up,  is  near  to  hear 
my  call, 

"And  none  shall  pluck  me  from  His  hand."  His 
word  is  ever  sure, 

I  will  trust  in  Him  forever,  and  to  the  end  en- 
dure. 

And  from  the  Mount  of  Vision  I  behold  the  crys- 
tal sea, 

The  spirits  of  my  loved  ones  stooping  down  to 
welcome  me, 
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Oh,  the  rapture  of  the  moment  when  on  calm 

outgoing  tide 
I  am  borne  beyond  the  conflict,  safe  on  the  other 

side. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  GEORGE  WOODFORD. 

WE  mourn  that  one  in  manhood's  strength 
and  prime 

Has  vanished  from  our  sight;  we  ill  can  spare 
His  counsel  and  his  words  of  manly  cheer, 
Communion  blest,  and  strength  of  friendship 


Alone  he  dies;  not  one  among  the    friends  he 

loved 

To  take  his  hand,  and  tender  comfort  give 
To  him  who  soothed  the  last  sad  hours  of  many 

hearts, 
And  taught  the  tried  and  tempted  how  to  live. 

With  what  untiring  effort  did  he  seek  the  lost, 
The  helpless  held  in  cruel  bonds  of  sin. 

Out  in  the  hedges  and  the  highways  tossed. 
And  brought  the  almost  hopeless  wanderers 


Oh,  may  his  life  inspire  with  higher  aims 
Our  poor  frail  hearts  to  thus  fulfill  as  he, 

The  Master's  blessed  words,  "As  ye  have  done  to 

these," 
Even  so  saith  He,  "Ye  have  done  it  unto  Me." 

We  fain  would  drop  a  tear  of  friendship  at  his 

grave, 
And  yet,   how  blest  in  death;  what  need  to 

weep, 
When  he  who  knew  so  well  Christ's  love  and 

power  to  save, 

Knows  He  will  watch    where    His    beloved 
sleep. 


A  JOURNEY. 

WE  have  sometimes  toiled  up  mountains, 
Sometimes  rested  on  the  plain, 
And  we  have  journeyed  on  together 
In  sunshine  and  in  rain. 

In  the  days  when  light  and  gladness 
Filled  the  home  with  joyous  mirth, 

In  the  night  when  gloom  and  sadness 
O'er  our  spirits  cast  a  dearth. 

89 


When  the  dear  ones  of  the  household 
Strangely  vanished  from  our  sight, 

No  joy  came  with  the  morning 
Nor  solace  with  the  night. 

Yet  the  star  of  hope  beamed  dimly 
Through  the  mist  of  blinding  tears, 

And  we  journeyed  on  together 
With  the  swiftly  fleeting  years. 

Till  we  are  near  the  deep,  dark  river, 
Soon  will  reach  the  swelling  tide, 

Would  that  we  might  cross  together, 
Keeping  close  to  Jesus'  side. 

And  the  loved  ones  who  have  left  us 

May  be  the  angels  sweet 
On  the  other  shore  to  welcome 

When  the  journey  is  complete. 


or. 


"BECAUSE  THEY  BELONG  TO  ME." 

THE  reward  that  comes  to  those  who  give 
Is  not  that  we  share  earthly  store, 
'Tis  duty  that  prompts  us  want  to  relieve, 
And  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

But  because  they  belong  to  Christ,  said  He, 
Let  this  be  the  motive  for  friendly  deed, 

He  knoweth  the  heart  what  its  longings  be, 
If  for  His  sake  we  respond  to  need. 

Then  even  the  cup  of  water  that's  given, 

His  watchful  eye  will  see, 
And  "Ye  shall  not  lose  your  reward  in  Heaven 

Because  they  belong  to  Me." 


THE  HALL  CLOCK. 

THE  clock  has  stopped;  it  seems  so  strange 
and  still; 
Long  time  it  ticked  and  ticked,  both  day  and 

night; 

Then  why  this  desolate  dreary  silence  chill 
That  crept  upon  it  ere  the  morning  light? 

The  wheels  have  ceased  without  the  power  to 

move, 

What  ails  the  clock!     We  stand  and  wonder- 
ing ask, 
Ah!  this  the  secret,  this  the  story  told, 

The  hand  that  wound  the  cord  forgot  its  task. 

Some  day  our  life  will  cease,  the  silver  cord  be 
loosed, 

But  He  who  watches  all  the  journey  through. 
And  holds  the  keys  of  life  and  death,  will  then 

Give  endless  life,  and  all  our  powers  renew. 
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"GO  YE  INTO  THE  HEDGES  AND  HIGH- 
WAYS." 

OH,  gather  in  the  children, 
Speak  to  them  a  kindly  word, 
Tell  them  the  sweet  old  story; 
Perchance  they  never  heard 
How  Jesus  took  them  in  His  arms 

And  blessed  them  tenderly, 
And  said  to  those  about  Him, 
"Suffer  them  to  come  to  Me." 

Oh,  find  the  precious  children, 

Often  where  sin  doth  blight, 
And  you  may  find  a  shining  pearl 

When  brought  within  the  light, 
And  may  win  a  soul  to  Jesus, 

And  a  heart  to  sing  His  praise, 
As  unto  God,  the  Father, 

Our  grateful  songs  we  raise. 

Written  for  the   Mission   Sunday-school   at   Ogden, 
August  5,  1896. 


A  RESTLESS  NIGHT. 

O  SLEEP!  I  woo  thee, 
Do  thou  pursue  me, 
Nor  leave  me;    only  in  thy  power 
I  would  caress  thee, 
And  fondly  bless  thee, 
If  thou  but  stay  with  me  an  hour. 

Sweet  peace  enfold  me, 

And  slumber  hold  me 
In  thy  helpful,  sheltering  arms, 

Dispelling  sorrow, 

No  ills  to  borrow, 
No  fear,  or  dread,  of  rude  alarms. 

In  dreamland  resting, 

No  care  molesting, 
May  all  be  banished  from  my  mind, 

Till  strength  I  borrow7 

For  the  morrow 
To  bear  the  burdens  I  may  find. 


A  GIFT  FROM  A  LITTLE  CHILD. 

HOW  sweet  was  the  kindly  gift 
From  the  hand  of  a  little  child, 
When  he  brought  a  tender  trailing  plant, 
And  as  he  gave  it  smiled, 

Saying,  ''It  will  grow  in  water," 

As  he  placed  it  in  my  hand; 
I  took  the  proffered  treasure, 

And  thought  it   sweet   and   grand. 

But  not  so  sweet  is  the  fragrance 

Of  any  delicate  flower, 
Nor  so  grand  are  opening  petals 

After  a  summer  shower, 

As  the  fondly  affectionate  nature 
Of  this  frail  young,  delicate  boy, 

Who,  because  he  loved  me,  brought  a  gift, 
It  was  this  that  gave  me  joy. 

The  plant  still  grows  by  my  window, 

I  watch  it  with  tender  care, 
And  think  of  the  hand  that  gave  it, 

As  I  look  at  its  blossoms  rare, 


And  cherish  the  love  that  prompted  the  gift, 

That  knows  no  distrust  or  fear, 
May  the  blossoms  of  friendship  be  many, 

Increasing  from  year  to  year. 

This  incident  occurred  with  Mrs.  C.  N.  Strevell  and 
her  little  friend  Albert. 


THE  MINISTRY  OF  TEARS. 

TEARS,  blessed  tears,   that  mercifully  come 
When  hearts  are  sad.  bereft  and  tempest 

tossed, 
Seeking  for  refuge  from  the  angry  storm 

Of  sorrow  over  loved  ones,  mourned  and  lost. 

Tears,  blessed  tears,  when  hope  and  courage  fail, 
When  those  who  love  and  cherish  turn  away 

And  leave  us  to  our  bitterness  and  grief, 
Tears,  blessed  tears,  for  thy  relief  we  pray. 

Tears,  blessed  tears,  when  over  sin  we  shed 
Repentant  tears,  and  seek  the  Father's  love, 

He  stoops  to  hear,  and  raise  the  bowed  head, 
And  sends  the  balm  of  healing  from  above. 
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Then,  welcome  tears,  thy  ministry  is  balm, 
Naught  else  can  still  the  tumult  of  the  heart, 

When  sin,  and  wrong,  and  sorrow  sore  oppress, 
God's  peaceful,  soothing  messengers  thou  art. 


EUGENE  FIELD. 

A  "DREAM  SHIP,"  floating  in  mid  air, 
Its  guiding  hands  are  angels  fair, 
Ah!  if  it  could  poise  above  the  head 
Of  the  silent  sleeper  in  lowly  bed, 

And  scatter  dreams  of  sweetness  and  love, 
And  dreams  of  bliss  in  the  Land  above, 
But  he  knows  it  all,  and  his  dreamless  sleep, 
The  Father  watcheth,  his  dust  will  keep. 

His  life-dreams  he  left  us,  his  work  is  done, 
He  lingers  near  us  in  heart  and  home, 
To  the  rich  and  poor,  to  the  high  and  low, 
"Dream  Ships"  will  come  and  "Field  Flowers' 
grow. 
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THE  PATH  OF  SUFFERING. 

MY  feet  must  walk  the  thorny  path 
That  lies  before, 
The  hills  are  steep  on  either  side, 

I  find  smooth  paths  no  more. 

All  ways  are  merged  in  one, 
Closely   hemmed   in, 

Turn  back  I  cannot.     Rest?  ah  no! 
If  I  the  prize  would  win. 

But  oh,  'tis  rough  for  weary  feet, 

Foes  all  about, 
The  conflict  fierce,  hope  well  nigh  fled, 

The  lights  are  almost  out. 

Only  one  way!  my  weary  heart, 
Lord,  give  me  strength, 

Forward  I  press,  sustained  by  Thee, 
To  gain  the  prize  at  length. 

What  matters  if  the  ways  once  trod 

I  cannot  find, 
The  path  of  suffering  leads  to  God, 

Then,  all  my  ills  behind. 
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Gird  on  thine  armor,  O  my  soul, 
Brighter  the  light, 

If  I  with  patience  walk  the  path, 
Keeping  the  end  in  sight. 


A  FIFTIETH  ANNIVERSARY. 

JUST  fifty  years!     What  a  tale  it  tells 
Of  joy  and  sorrow,  of  pleasure  and  pain; 
Long  ago  'twas  the  sound  of  wedding  bells, 
To-day  you  hear  the  sweet  refrain. 

The  happy  voices  of  children  dear, 
O  richest  blessing  of  parents  fond, 

But  one  is  missed!     He  may  not  hear 
Your  joyous  notes  in  the  World  beyond, 

But  strains  that  are  purer  and  sweeter  and  blest, 
To  the  loved  ones  departed,    will    surely    be 

given, 

Then  may  you  rejoice  that  God  knoweth  best, 
He  hath  left  you  all  these,  while    one    is    in 
Heaven. 

This  happy  group,  who  bring  you  good  cheer, 
With  friends  and  neighbors  gathered  around, 

To  crown  and  bless  this  fiftieth  year, 

Make  careworn  hearts  with  joy  rebound. 
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Though  Time  ever  weaves  its  subtle  web, 
And  whitens  the  locks  as  the  Winter  snow, 

Though  the  stream  of  life  doth  gently  ebb, 
The  fountain  of  love  may  ever  flow. 

And  the  heart  may  be  young  despite  its  years, 
If  we  cherish  life's  blessings  along  the  way, 

Take  its  hope  and  trust,  and  banish  its  fears, 
To-morrow  may  be  as  fair  as  to-day. 

And  the  milestones  past  are  but  victories  won 
Over  burdens  and  toil,  the  lot  of  us  all, 

The  aftermath  bringeth  the  golden  sun 
And  peaceful  days  that  more  gently  fall. 

Montana  sends  greeting  to  fair  Pepin's  shore, 
We  join  you  in  heart  this  glad  festal  day, 

May  heaven's  best  gifts  be  yours  evermore, 
To  brighten  and  bless  to  the  end  of  the  way. 

God  grant  you,  that  mildly  the  sun  may  shine, 
That  lightly  the  winds  may  blow,  till  at  last, 

When  each  shall  have  finished  the  work  that  was 

thine, 
Reunion  in  heaven,  life's  labors  all  past. 


Inscribed  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  C   Kelly,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  their  marriage. 


THE  APOSTLE  PAUL. 

THE  chief  of  sinners,  touched  by  grace  divine, 
Transformed,   and  chosen   of  the  blessed 

Lord, 
To  be  a  bearer  of  the  Truth  sublime, 

To  Jew  and  Gentile  went  with  swift  accord. 

Scourgings  and  stripes  he  bore  for  Jesus'  sake, 
Wild  beasts  and  cruel  men  he  could  withstand, 

When   Christ  the  heavenly  message  bade   him 

take, 
Fearless  and  bold,  led  by  the  Master's  hand. 

He  knew  in  whom  he  trusted,  knew  His  power, 
"What  wilt  Thou  have  me  do,"  his  earnest  cry, 

"He  whose  I  am,  and  whom  I  serve,"  will  in  the 

hour 
Of  danger  rescue  from  His  throne  on  high. 

The  raging  storm-tossed  sea  could  not  affright, 
An  angel  of  the  Lord  stood  by  and  said, 

"Fear  not!"  he  knew  God  watched  through  per- 
ilous night, 
Trusting  in  Him,  he  felt  no  fear  or  dread. 


Though  ship  be  lost,  his  faith  would  ever  stand, 
And  poisonous  viper  did  not  him  dismay, 

"God's  will  was  his  obedience"  on  sea  and  land, 
To  go  or  stay  if  He  made  known  the  way. 

"Thrust  into  inner  prison,"  there  he  prayed, 
And  praises  sang  to  God,  who  opened  wide 

The  doors  "and  loosed  the  bands,"  and  made 
Him  know  the  Lord  was  surely  on  his  side. 

Supremest  good  to  know  and  do  His  will, 

To  trust  Him  fully  through    life's    troublous 

years, 
"To  live  was  Christ,  to  die  was  gain,"  would  He 

not  still 
All  secret  whisperings  of  doubts  and  fears? 

Joy,  to  lay  down  his  life  for  Jesus'  name, 

The  good  fight  won!     The  Crown  was  just  be- 
fore, 

What  victories  over  self,  what  rapture  came 
To  view  the  past  and  know  the  conflict  o'er. 


Written  at  the  request  of  C.  N.  Strevell  and  read  by 
him  at  Central  Park  Mission  in  Ogden,  Utah,  at  dose 
of  lessons  on  Paul,  December  12,  1897. 


A  MISSIONARY  POEM. 

THE  gathering  crowds  were  pressing  near  the 
Lord, 

Anxious  to  hear  the  precious  words  He  said, 
He  moved  with  pity,  spake  a  gentle  word 

To  faltering  Philip,  "Whence  shall    we    buy 
bread 

"That  these  may  eat?"     O  love  and  pity  great, 
While  His  disciples  hesitating  stand, 

The  need  was  pressing.     Would  He  hesitate? 
All  power  and  resource  were  at  His  command. 

A  lad  was  found,  five  loaves  and  fishes  two 
Were  all  he  had,  but  Christ  did  multiply 

Till  all  were  fed;  with  wondering  eyes,  they  view 
"This  is  that  Prophet,"  now  they  testify. 

This  building,  reared  in  Jesus'  precious  name, 
Your  offerings  made  in  faith  and  prayer  and 
love, 

Not  long  did  wait  before  the  increase  came, 
He  knoweth  all  your  longings  from  above. 
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The  labor  of  your  hands  was  humbly  given, 
And  human  means  to  link  with  the  divine, 

Dear  Lord!  Look  down  from  Thy  high  throne  in 

Heaven. 
Accept  and  multiply,  the  power  is  Thine. 

Within  these  sacred  walls  may  Truth  abide, 
The  guiding  star  that  lights  along  the  way, 

In  shadow  of  the  "Rock"  no  ill  betide, 
No  wolf  destroy,  no  tender  lamb  to  stray. 

And  may  Thy  guiding  hand  and  watchful  eye 
Increase  the  seed  here  sown,  as  said  of  old, 

Oh  shield  the  tempted,  hear  the  needy  cry, 
Thou  Christ  their  Shepherd  art  and  this  Thy 
fold. 

Thy  children  this  glad  day  may  well  rejoice, 
Their  labor  crowned,  a  finished  Mission  Home, 

May  all  the  people  hear  the  Savior's  voice, 
Saying    unto    them,    "All    things    are    ready, 
come." 

The  Master  saith  to  all,  "Go  work  to-day," 
Some  early  sent,  some  later  hear  the  call, 

"Lo  I  am  with  you,  I  will  lead  the  way, 

Work  in  My  vineyard,  there  is  room  for  all." 
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And  offerings  made  will  in  His  blessed  hands, 
Increase  and  spread  the  gospel  far  and  near, 

Till  all  in  this,  and  all  in  heathen  lands, 
At  length  the  blessed  tidings  gladly  hear. 


Written  by  request  of  Evangelist  May  and  read  at 
the  dedication  of  the  Central  Park  Mission  Chapel  at 
Ogden.  Utah,. December  26,  1897. 


THE  POOR  YE  HAVE  ALWAYS  WITH 
YOU. 

A  WITHERED  plant  that  scarce  had  life 
I  to  my  garden  brought — 
A  sweet  choice  flower  it  might  become, 
And  this  was  what  I  sought. 

For  weeks  I  watched  the  tiny  thing, 

Tended  with  patient  care, 
At  length  new  leaves,  all  fresh  and  green, 

Promised  the  blossoms  rare. 

One  morning  I  went  out  to  see, 

And  oh,  what  glad  surprise, 
As  newly  opened  buds  so  sweet 

Met  eager  anxious  eyes. 
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And  thus  our  effort,  if  put  forth, 

Earnest,  sincere  and  true, 
May  help  some  lowly  wandering  one 

Begin  their  life  anew. 


ONLY  A  CARD. 

)r  I^IS  only  a  card  that  dropped  from  a  book, 
1       But  it  comforts  a  \veary  heart, 

And  brings  remembrance  of  days  gone  by 
While  tears  unbidden  start. 

"To  my  dear  mother"  was  written  thereon, 

Inscribed  was  a  precious  name, 
Oh,  better  far,  the  love  it  revealed 

Than  gold  and  glitter  or  fame. 

Placed  in  a  book  long  years  ago, 

And  sent  as  a  message  of  love, 
That  has  grown  and  strengthened  as  time  has 
flown 

To  bloom  and  ripen  above. 

The  pomp  of  the  world  has  no  charm  for  me, 

But  I  cherish  the  love  that  brings 
To  my  famished  heart  such  peace  and  joy, 

Pure,  sweet,  perennial  springs. 

Dedicated  to  my  son  Charles,  May  16,  1898. 
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"NEITHER  SHALL  ANY  PLUCK  THEM 
OUT  OF  MY  HAND." 

A  HUMAN  heart,  all  marred  and  stained  by 
sin, 

No  hope,  no  aspiration,  save  of  earth, 
Naught  but  the  Power  divine  can  plant  within 
That  holy  impulse  called  the  second  birth. 

The  newer  nature  given  a  holy  spark, 
Almost  o'ercome  while  striving  with  the  old, 

At  length  will  triumph,  though  the  way  seem 

dark, 
The  light  will  dawn  and  guide  to  His  blest  fold. 

To  swerve  from  right,  to  win  applause  or  fame, 
God  grant  the  strength  this  sin  to  ever  shun; 

A  quickened  conscience,  trust  in  His  dear  name, 
And  He  will  perfect  what  He  has  begun. 

Some  day,  when  the  secrets  of  the    heart    are 
known, 

Sincerity  of  purpose  will  appear, 
Now  misinterpreted,  then  fully  shown, 

The  life  beyond  be  what  we  have  made  it  here. 
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BABY  RUTH. 

ANGELS  kissed  her,  and  they  left  her 
In  our  loving  care, 

And  we  caressed  her,  fondly  blessed  her, 
Baby  Ruth  so  fair. 

Eyes  of  azure,  lips  so  dainty, 

Smiling  on  us  sweetly, 
Baby  plays,  her  winsome  ways 

Have  won  our  hearts  completely. 

Odorous  flowers  from  leafy  bowers, 

Exhale  your  sweets  around  her, 

Angels,  keep — awake,  asleep — 

May  sheltering  wings  surround  her. 

Lest  we  forget  some  good  to  ask, 
For  this  our  baby  sweet, 

May  heaven's  choicest  gifts  be  lent 
To  make  her  life  complete. 

Dedicated  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  M.  Miles,  July  15,  1898 
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OUR  VOLUNTEERS. 

LET  us  honor  the  men,  our  brave  Volunteers, 
Who  have  nobly  left  their  all, 
Their  homes  and  fields  and  weeping  ones, 
To  answer  their  country's  call. 

Ah!  think  not  'tis  idle  play  for  them 

To  bury  the  hopes  of  years, 
When  Freedom's  sons  hear  Duty's  call, 

They  heed  not  doubts  or  fears, 

But  are  ready  to  march  to  the  conflict, 

To  meet  the  tyrant  foe, 
Help  plant  the  seeds  of  liberty, 

On  blood-stained  fields  they  will  grow. 

Brave  noble  men!     The  Power  above 

Will  give  success  to  right, 
Jehovah's  arm  will  crush  the  wrong, 

Put  tyranny  to  flight. 

Then  Freedom's  glorious  banner 

Will  float  on  tropic  breeze, 
Bring  peace  and  blessing  to  the  Isles 

And  safetv  on  the  seas. 
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Then  let  not  honor  due  them  wait 

Till  over  new-made  graves 
Are  scattered  flowers  and  garlands  rare, 

But  may  our  sturdy  braves 

Know  that  we  honor  them  each  day, 
And  plead  God's  gracious  care, 

That  He  will  shield  when  battles  rage, 
This  be  our  country's  prayer. 


PEACE. 

SINCE  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men 
Was  heard  in  angel's  song, 
And  mortal  tongue  caught  up  the  strain 
To  conquer  greed  and  wrong, 

The  opposing  forces,  each  arrayed, 

Have  battled  firm  and  strong 
Through  ages  past,  as  peace  and  right 

Have  sought  to  vanquish  wrong. 

On  Cuban  soil  a  giant  wrong 

For  centuries  prevailed, 
The  spirit  of  the  "Prince  of  Peace" 

The  haughty  foe  assailed. 


When  lo!     The  God  of  battles  hurled 

His  might  against  the  wrong, 
And  crushed  to  earth  the  despot's  power 

Grown  cruel,  bold  and  strong. 

And  Peace  on  starry  banner  tells 

Her  victory  complete, 
When  friend  and  foe  beneath  its  folds 

In  harmony  may  meet. 

Ah  Peace!     Dear  bought  with  heroes'  blood 

And  wives'  and  mothers'  tears, 
This  sacred  legacy  be  ours 

Throughout  the  coming  years, 

Till  He  whose  right  it  is  to  reign 

Proclaims  from  clouds  above 
That  He  is  King;  Peace  on  the  earth, 

The  world  be  ruled  by  love. 


IN  THE  WOODS. 

ALONE  with  Nature  in  the  woods, 
Beside  a  flowing  stream, 
And  shady  branches  overhead, 

Where  scarce  the  faintest  gleam 
Of  sunshine  comes  to  break  the  spell 

That  o'er  my  spirit  broods, 
And  lulls  to  rest  my  troubled  thoughts 
In  peaceful,  quiet  woods. 

O  murmuring  stream,  bear  as  you  go, 

All  lingering  cares  away, 
And  let  this  sacred  hour  be  mine 

In  Nature's  realm  to-day, 
To  catch  a  glimpse,  though  dimmed  by  time, 

Of  childhood's  ways  and  moods, 
When  wandering  through  the  winding  paths 

Of  well  remembered  woods. 

Ah  dearest  scenes  of  early  years 

In  memory  I  trace 
Each  sturdy  tree  and  trailing  vine 

And  flower  with  upturned  face, 
And  own  the  spell  that  bound  me  then 

Still  o'er  my  spirit  broods 
And  thrills  my  heart  with  quiet  joy 

When  musing  in  the  woods. 


TEACH  ME. 

TEACH  me,  O  gentle  Spring 
By  the  beauty  thou  dost  bring 
From  earth's  cold  depths,  long  held  in  Winter's 

thrall, 

A  tender  loving  care  for  weak  and  small, 
Teach  me,  O  gentle  Spring. 

Teach  me,  O  Summer  sun, 

Life's  labors  ne'er  are  done, 
Earth's  bounty  makes  me  swift  to  duty's  call, 
The  Master  watcheth  even  the  sparrow  fall, 

Teach  me,  O  Summer  sun. 

With  Autumn's  gathered  sheaves, 

Its  gold  and  crimson  leaves, 
Its  grain,  all  garnered,  luscious  fruit,  all  stored, 
May  plenty  fill  the  plain  and  scanty  board. 

Teach  me,  ye  Autumn  sheaves. 

'Midst  Winter's  sleet  and  snow, 

By  firelight's  ruddy  glow, 
May  I  review  the  seasons  almost  o'er, 
See  if  life's  duties  cheerfully  I  bore, 

And  watch  the  falling  snow. 
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JOY  COMETH  IN  THE  MORNING. 

IS  it  morning?     Are  the  clouds  now  lifting, 
Will  the  darkness  and  the  gloom  be  o'er? 
Mid  the  shadows,  I  am  drifting,  drifting, 
Further  onward  toward  the  other  shore. 

Long  the  dreary  night  of  pain  and  anguish, 
Alone,  with  grief  and  trials  sorely  pressed, 

My  weary  aching  heart  would  faint  and  languish, 
But  lo!  the  Master  comes  to  give  me  rest. 

He  knows  my  mortal  yearnings,  hears  my  plead- 
ing, 
And  walks  the  troubled  waves  to  speak  the 

word, 

He  will  not  pass  me  by,  my  grief  unheeding, 
"  'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid,"  is  gently  heard. 

And  thus  the  morning  breaks,  the  light  appear- 
ing, 

Not  drifting  on  alone  to  yonder  shore, 
'Tis  He  who  guides  my  barque,  I  go  not  fearing, 

In  Him  I  place  my  trust  forevermore. 

After  a  night  of  pain  and  restlessness  my  husband 
coming  in  my  room,  I  asked:     "Is  it  morning?"    The 
answer:      "It    is    getting    light."      The    question    and 
answer  suggested  these  lines. 
114 


FINISHED. 

WHEN  the  last  leaf  is  turned  in  the  Book  of 
Life, 

And  I  to  its  close  have  come, 
A  long  farewell  to  its  pains  and  strife 
As  I  enter  my  glorious  Home. 

My  work  is  all  ended,  if  good  or  if  ill, 

Is  known  to  the  Father  above, 
Confessing  my  sins,  no  merit  I  plead, 

But  only  His  pardoning  love. 

Praise  to  Thee,  gracious  God,  the  strength  of  my 
years, 

To  Christ  who  redeemed  me  from  sin, 
To  Thee,  Holy  Spirit,  who  calmed  all  my  fears, 

I  trustingly  enter  within. 

All  is  finished,  and  life  is  fast  ebbing  away, 
Dear  ones,  gather  'round  in  my  room, 

Oh  Angels  of  Mercy,  speed  quick  on  your  way, 
And  bear  me,  a  ransomed  soul,  Home. 
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